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THEi GODS XRE AXHIRST 





VARISTE QAMELIN, painter, pupil 
of David, member of the Section du 
Poht-Neuf, formerly Section Henri 
IV, had betaken himself at an early 
hour in the morning to the old church 
of the Bamahites, which for three 
years, since 21st May 1790, had 
served as meeting-place for the General Assembly of 
the; Section. The chui^h st^d in a narrow, gloomy 
square, ndt far from the gates of the Palais de Justice. 
tDn the facade, .which consisted of two of th;e Clas- 
sical orders* superiinposed^ and \/as decorated with 
inverted bracl^ets and flaming urns, blackened by 
the wea'ther and disfigured by fhe hand of man, the 
religious emblems had been battered to pieces, while 
above the ’doorway had been» inscribed in black 
letters the Republican catchword of “Liberty, 
Equality, Fraternity, or Death.” ■> Evariste Gamelin 
made his way into the nave; the same vaults which 
had heard the ^urpliced clerks of the Congregation 
of St. Paul sing the divine oflices, now looked down 
on red-capped patriots assembled to elect the Muni- 
cipal magistrates and deliberate on the affairs of the 
Section. The Saints had been dragged from their 
niches and replaced by the busts of Brutus, Jean- 
Jacques and Ee Peltier. • The altar had been stripped 
bare and was surmounted by the Table of the Rights 
of Man. 
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, It was here in the nave that twice a week, from 
five in the evening to eleven, were held the public 
assemblies. The pulpit, decorated with the colours 
of the Nation, served as tribune for the speakers 
who harangued the meeting. Opposite, on the 
Epistle side, rose a platform of rough planks, for 
the accommodation of the women and children, 
who attended these g 9 .therings in considerable 
numbers. • 

On this particular morning, facing a desk planted 
underneath the pulpit,*sat in red cap and carma-^ 
gnole complete the joiner from the Place Thionville, 
the citoyen Dupont senior, one of the twelve forming 
the Committee of Surveillance. On the desk stood 
a bottle ajid glasses, an ink-horn, and a folio con- 
taining the' text of the petitiqp urging the»Conv*n- 
tion to expel fropi its bosom the *wenty-t^o mem-^ 
bers de^ed unwdi;jthy. . 

Evariste Gameliiif took ^he pen and signed. 

“I was sure,” said the carpenter aijd magistr'k\e, 

“ I was sure you would come and give in your name, 
citoyen Gamelin. You are the real thin^. But the 
Section is lukewaivi* it is lacking in virtue. 1 have 
proposed to the Committee* of Surveillance to de- 
liver no certificate ef citizenships to any one who has 
failed to sign the petition.” • , 

“I am ready to sign with my blood,” said Game- 
lin, "for the proscription of these federalists, these 
traitors. They have desired the death of Marat: 
let them perish.” . 

"What ruins us»” replied Dupont senior, "is in- 
difFerentism. In a Section which contains nine 
hundred citizens with the right to vote there are 
not fifty attend the assembly. Yesterday we were 
eight and twenty.” 
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“Well then,” said Gamelin, “citizens must be, 
obliged to come under penalty of a fine.” 

“Oh, ho!” exclaimed the joiner frowning, “but 
if they all came, the patriots would be in a minor- 
ity. . . . Citoyen Gamelin, will you drink a glass of 
wine to the health of all good sansculottes? . . .” 

On the wall of the church, on the Gospel side, 
could be 'read the words, ^accompanied by a black 
hand, the* forefinger pointing to the passage leading 
to Ae cloisters: ‘^Comite civil. Comite de surveillance. 
Comite de bienfaisance. A "few yards further on, 
you came to the door of the erstwhile sacristy, over 
which was inscribed : Comite milUaire. 

Gamelin pushed this door open and found the 
Secretary of the Committee within; he w^s writing 
at ». larg^ table loaded with books, papers, steel 
ingots, cartridges «and samples of saltpetre-bearing 
‘soils. * I • J 1 

“Greeting, citoyen Trubert. How are you?” 

‘‘I? ... I am perfectly well.” 

The Secretary of the Military Committee, For- 
tune Trubert, invariably made this same reply to 
all who troubled about his heal% less by way of 
informing them of his welfare than to cut short any 
discussion on the subject. At twtnty-eight, he had 
a parched skin, thin* hair, l^ec tic cheeks and bent 
shoulders. He* was an optician on the Quai des 
Orfevres, and owned a very old house which he had 
given up in ’91 to a superannuated clerk in order to 
devote his ene^j'gies to the discharge of his municipal 
duties. His* mother, a charming woman, whose 
memory a few old men of the neighbourhood still 
cherished fon*dly, had died at twenty; she had left 
him*her fine eyes, full oT gentleness and passion, her 
pallor and timidity. *From hjs father, optician and 



A THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 

(mathematical instrument maker to the King, car- 
ried off by the same complaint before his thirtieth 
year, he inherited an upright character and an in- 
dustrious temperament. 

Without stopping his writing: 

"And you, citoyen" he asked, "how are you?” 

"Very well. Anything new?” . 

"Nothing, nothing, "^ou can see, — vre' are all 
quiet here.” 

"And the situation?” 

"The situation is just the same.” 

The situation was appalling. The finest army of 
the Republic blockaded in Mayence; Valenciennes 
besieged; Fontenay taken by the Vendeens; Lyons 
rebellious;, the Cevennes in insurrection, the frontier 
open to the Spaniards; two-thirds ofi the»Depaft- 
ments invaded ,£>r revolted; Paris helpless before 
the Austrian cannon, ■^thout m*ney, * without 
bread ! ' - • • 

Fortune Trubert wrote on calmly. .The Sectio'ns 
being instructed by resolution of the Commune to 
carry out the levy of twelve thousand men for La 
Vendee, he was daiawing up directions relating to 
the enrolment and arming of the contingent which 
the "Pont-Nfeuf,”* erstwhile "JHenri IV,” was to 
supply. All the muskets in store w,ere to be handed 
over to the men requisitioned for the front; the 
National Guard of the Section would be armed with 
fowling-pieces and pikes. 

"I have brought you here,” said Gamelin, "the 
schedule of the church-bells to be sent tO the Luxem- 
bourg to be converted into cannon.” , 

Evariste Gamelin, albeit he had not a penny, was 
inscribed among the active niembers of the Section; 
the law accorded this privilege \>nly to sucl) citizens 
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as were rich enough to pay a contribution equiva- • 
lent in amount to three days’ work, and demanded 
a ten days’ contribution to qualify an elector for 
■ office. But the Section du Pont-Neuf, enamoured 
of equality and jealous of its independence, regarded 
as qualified, both for the vote and for office every 
citizen who had paid out of his own pocket for his 
National 'Guard’s uniforn^ This was Gamelin’s 
case^ who was an^ activr citizen of his Section and 
member oT the Military Committee. 

Fortune Trubert laid do^^n' his pen: 

“Citoyen Evariste,” he said, “I beg you to go to 
the Convention and ask them i'o send us orders to dig 
up the floor of cellars, to wash the soil and flag-stones 
and collect the saltpetre. It is not everything to 
have gunsf, we must have gunpowder too.” 

, A little’^hunchback, a pen behindrhis ear and a 
bundle of paperS in his hapd, entered the erstwhile 
sacristy. It> was the citoyen B^auvisage, of the 
Committee of Surveillance. ^ 

“ Citoyens,” he announced, “we have bad news: 
Custine has evacuated Landau.” 

“Custine is a traitor!” cried G^unelin. 

“He shall be guillotined,” said Beauvisage. 

Trubert, in his rather breathless voiCe, expressed 
himself with his Ivibittial calmness: 

“The Convention has not instituted a Committee 
of Public Safety for fun. It will enquire into Cus- 
tine’s conduct. Incompetent or traitor, he will be 
superseded by« a General resolved to win the vic- 
tory , — znd ga*ira!” • 

He turned Qver a heap of papers, scrutinizing them 
with his tired eyes : * 

“That our soldiers may do their duty with a 
quiet mind and stout’ j;ieart, jthey must be assured 
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that the lot of those they leave behind at home is 
safeguarded. If you are of the same opinion, citoyen 
Gamelin, you will join me in demanding, at the next 
assembly, that the Committee of Benevolence con- 
cert measures with the Military Committee to suc- 
cour the families that are in indigence and have a 
relative at the front.’* 

He smiled and humrr^ed to himself: fra/ qa 

ira! . . . 

Working twelve and fourteen hours a day at his 
table of unpainted deal for the defence of the father- 
land in peril, this humble Secretary of the Sectional 
Committee could see **00 disproportion between the 
immensity of the task and the meagreness of his 
means foe performing itj^so filled was he with a sense 
of the uriity in a common ^effort betwe^ hirfself 
and all other patriots, so intimately did hp feel him-w 
self one with the Nationyat large, sS merged was his 
individual life in the life of a great Peof)le. He was 
of the sort who combine enthusiasm, with Ipng-suf- 
fering, who, after eagrh check, set about organizing 
the victory that is impossible, but is boi^nd to come. 
And verily they^^/^j^ win the day. These men of 
no account, who had destroyed Royalty and upset 
the old ordfir of*things, this •Trubert, a penniless 
optician, this Evariste Gamelifi, aiv unknown dauber, 
could expect no mercy from their enemies. They 
had no choice save between victory and death. Hence 
both their fervour and their serenity. 



II 


UITTING the Bamabites, £variste 
Gamelin set off in the direction of 
the Place Pauphine, now renamed 
I the Place de Thionville in honour 
! of a city that had shown itself im- 
pregnable. < 

Situated in the busiest quarter of 
Paris, the Place had long lost the fine stateliness it 
had worn a hundred years ago; the mansions form- 
ing its three sides, built in ,the days of Henri IV in 
one" uniform style, of ^ red brick with wnite stone 
dressings, „ to lodge splendour-lovirffe magistrates, 
had had their imposing rcofs of, slate removed to 
maj^e way for tVo or three wretched storeys of lath 
and plaster or had even been dpmolishdd altogether 
and replaced by shabby whitewashed houses, and 
now displayjed only a series of irregular, poverty- 
stricken, squalid fronts, pierced’ with countless 
narrow, unevenly space’d windows enlivened with 
flowers in pots, birdcages, and rags hanging out to 
dry. These were ‘occupied by a swarm of artisans, 
jewellers, metal-workers, clockmakers, opticians, 
printers, laundresses, sempstresses, milliners, and a 
few grey-beard lawyers who had not been swept 
away in the stdrm of revolution along with the King’s 
courts. ' * 

It was morning and springtime. Golden sun- 
beams, intoxicating as* new wine, played on the 
walls and flashed gaily in at garret casements. 
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Every sash of every window was thrown open, show- 
ing the housewives’ frowsy heads peeping out. The 
Clerk of the Revolutionary Tribunal, who had just 
left his house on his way to Court, distributed amw 
cable taps on the cheeks of the children playing under 
the trees. From the Pont-Neuf came the crier’s 
voice denouncing the treason of the infamous 
Dumouriez. ^ 

Evariste Gamelin lived in a house on the side 
towards the Quai de I’Horloge, a house khat dated 
from Henri IV and w6uld still have preserved a not 
unhandsome appearance but for a mean tiled attic 
that had been added on to heighten the building 
under the last but one of the tyrants. To adapt the 
lodging of some erstwhile dignitary of the Parlement 
to the exigencies of the^bourgeois and artkjan house- 
holds that formed its present denizens, endless par- 
titions and false floors had been rifti up.' This was 
why the citoyen ' Remade, conciesge ♦and jobbing 
tailor, perched in a sort of ’tween-decks, as* low 
ceilinged as it was tonfined in area. Here 'he could 
be seen through the glass door sitting cross-legged 
on his work-ben^, his bowed back within an inch 
of the floor above, stitching away at a National 
Guard’s uniform,»^while the citoyenne Remade, whose , 
cooking stove boasted no chimnpy but the well of 
the staircase, poisoned the other tenants with the 
fumes of her stew-pots and frying-pans, and their 
little girl Josephine, her face smudged with treacle 
and looking as pretty as an angel,. played on the 
threshold with .Mouton, the joiner’s dog. The 
citoyennetvrhxsst heart was as capacious as her ample 
bosom and broad back, was reputed to bestow her 
favours on her neighbour tlie citoyen Dupont senior, 
who was one of the .twelve Constituting, the Com- 
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mittee of Surveillance. At any rate her husband 
had his strong suspicions, and from morning to 
night the house resounded with the racket of the 
alternate squabbles and reconciliations of the pair. 
The upper floors were occupied by the citoyen 
Chaperon, gold and silver-smith, who had his shop 
on the Quai de’ THorloge, by a health officer, an at- 
torney, a goldbeater, and several employes at the 
Palais de Justice. 

fivariste’Gamelin climbed the old-fashioned stair- 
case as far as the fourth ai|d last storey, where he 
had his studio together with a bedroom for his 
mother. At this point ended tkie wooden stairs laid 
with tiles that took the place of the grand stairway 
of the more important floors, A ladder clamped to 
the wall leli to a cock-loft, from which at that mo- 
qjent emerged a stdUt man with a harfdsome, florid, 
rosy-cheeked face, climbing painfully down with an 
enormous package clasped in his arms, yet hum- 
ming gai|y to himself : J'ai perdu mon serviteur. 

Breaking off his song, he wished a polite good-day 
to Gamelin, who returned him a fraternal greeting 
and helped him down with his par^l, for which the 
old man thanked him. * ^ 

, “There,” said he, shouldering his burden again, 
“you have a batch of dancing-dolls which I am 
going to deliver straight away to a toy-merchant in 
the Rue de la Loi. There is a whole tribe of them 
inside; I am their creator; they have received of 
me a perishable Jjody-j exempt from joys and suffer- 
ings. I have mot given them the gift of thought, 
for I am a benevolent God.” 

It was the citoyen Brotteaux, once farmer of taxes 
and ci-devant noble; his father, having made a for- 
tune in these transactions, had bought himself an 
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office conferring a title on the possessor. In the good 
old times Maurice Brotteaux had called himself 
Monsieur des Ilettes and used to give elegant sup- 
pers which the fair Madame de Rochemaure, wife of 
a King’s procureur, enlivened with her bright glances, 
— a finished gentlewoman whose loyal fidelity was 
never impugned so long as the Revolution left 
Maurice Brotteaux in ppssession of his offices and 
emoluments, his hotel, his estates and his noble 
name. The Revolution swept tfiem all bway. * He 
made his living by ’planting portraits under the 
archways of doors, making pancakes and fritters on- 
the Quai de la Megssserie, composing speeches for 
the representatives of the people and giving dancing 
lessons to the young citq^ennes. At the present time, 
in his garret into which you climbed b^ a laidder 
and where a Aian could not startd upright, Maurice 
Brotteaux, the proud owner of a glue-po*V, a ball of 
twine, a box of water-colours and •suijdry clippings 
of paper, manufactured dancing-doUs which he* sold 
to wholesale toy-de^alers, who resold them to the 
pedlars who hawked them up and down the Champs- 
Elysees at the eiS of a pole, — glittering magnets to 
draw the little ones’ eyes.* Amidst the calamities of 
the State and the disaster that overwhelmed him- 
self, he preserved an unruffled spirit, reading for 
the refreshment of his mind in his Lucretius, which 
he carried with him wherever he went in the gaping 
pocket of his plum-coloured surtout. 

£variste Gamelin pushed open jthe door of his 
lodging. It offered no resistance, for his poverty 
spared him any trouble about lock and key; when 
his mother from force of habit shot the bolt, he would 
tell her: “Why, what’s the good? Folks don’t steal 
spiders’-webs, — nor my picrtres, neither.’’ In his 
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workroom were piled, under a thick layer of dust or 
with faces turned to the wall, the canvases of his 
student years, — ^when, as the fashion of the day was, 
•he limned scenes of gallantry, depicting with a sleek, 
timorous brush emptied quivers and birds put to 
flight, risky- pastimes and reveries of bliss, high- 
kilted goose-girls and shepherdesses with rose- 
wreathed bosoms. 

But it was not a genre that suited his teinpera- 
merft. His cold treatment of such like scenes proved 
the painter’s incurable puAty of heart. Amateurs 
were right: Gamelin had n6 gifts as an erotic artist. 
Nowadays, though he was stilUshort of thirty, these 
subjects struck him as dating from an immemorial 
antiquity. He saw in them the degradation wrought 
by Monaschy, ,the shameful effects of the corrup- 
tion of CoTirts, H<* blamed himself fdt having prac- 
tised so dbntenfptible a style and prostituted his 
genius to the^vilf arts of slavery. Now, citizen of a 
free'people, he occupied his hand with bold charcoal 
sketches of Liberties, Rights of Man, French Con- 
stitutions, Republican Virtues,* the People as Her- 
cules felling *the Hydra of TyraiflUy, throwing into 
each and all his compositions all the Are of his 
patriotism. Alas! hq, could not nTake *a living by 
It. The times were hard for artists. No doubt the 
fault did not lie witli the Convention, which was hurl- 
ing its armies against the kings gathered on every 
frontier, which, proud, unmoved, determined in the 
face of the coajesced powers of Europe, false and 
ruthless to itself, was rending its own bosom with 
its own hands, which was setting up terror as the 
order of the day, establishing for the punishment of 
plotters a pitiless tribun*al to whosS devouring maw 
it was sooo to deliver^ up it^ own members; but 
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which through it all, with calm and thoughtful 
brow, the patroness of science and friend of all 
things beautiful, was reforming the calendar, insti- 
tuting technical schools, decreeing competitions in- 
painting and sculpture, founding prizes to encour- 
age artists, organizing annual exhibitions, opening 
the Museum of the Louvre, and, on the model of 
Athens and Rome, endowing with a -stately sub- 
limity the celebration of National festivals and pub- 
lic obsequies. But French Art, once so widely appre- 
ciated in England, an^ Germany, in Russia, in 
Poland, now found every outlet to foreign lands 
closed. Amateurs of> painting, dilettanti of the fine 
arts, great noblemen and financiers, were ruined, 
had emigrated or werf in hiding. The men the 
Revolution had enriched, peasants who had bought 
up National properties, specula'tors, army-contrac- 
tors, gamesters of the Palais-Royal, durst not at 
present show their wealth, and did potfcare a fig for 
pictures, either. needed Regnaidt’s fanie oi* the 
youthful Gerard’s , cleverness to sell a canvas. 
Greuze, Fragonard, Houin were reduced to indi- 
gence. Prud’hon could barely earn Bread for his 
wife and cljildren by dra\^ing subjects which Copia 
reproduced in stippled engcavings. The patriot 
painters Hennequin, Wicar,* Tqpino-Lebrun were 
starving. Gamelin, without means to meet the 
expenses of a picture, to hire a model or buy colours, 
abandoned his vast canvas of The Tyrant pursued in 
the Infernal Regions by the Furies, after barely sketch- 
ing in the maifi outlines. It blocked up half the 
studio with its half-finished, threatening shapes, 
greater than lif^size, and*its vast brood of green 
snakes,' each darting forth two sharp, forked tongues. 
In the foreground, to the Jdft, could he discerned 
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Charon in his boat, a haggard, wild-looking figure, 
— a powerful and well conceived design, but of the 
schools, schooly. There was far more of genius and 
- less of artificiality in a canvas of smaller dimensions, 
also unfinished, that hung in the best lighted corner 
of the studio. It was an Orestes whom his sister 
Electra was raising in her arms on his bed of pain. 
The maiden, was putting back with a moving tender- 
ness the matted hair tha/ hung over her brother’s 
eyeS. Thfe head oF the hero was tragic and fine, and 
you could see a likeness ih it to the painter’s own 
countenance. * 

Gamelin cast many a mournful look at this com- 
position; sometimes his| fingers itched with the 
craving to be at work on i^ and his arms would be 
stretched • longingly towards the boldly sketched 
figure of Electra, ao fall back again ^helpless to his 
sides. Tlfe artilt was burning with enthusiasm, his 
soul aspired ^to great achievements. But he had to 
exhaust his energy on pot-boilers which he executed 
indifferently, because he was Bound to please the 
taste of the vulgar and also because he had no skill 
to impress tfivial things with the Seal of genius. He 
drew little allegorical compositions which his com- 
rade Desmahis engr<(,ved cleverly 'enovfgh in black 
or in colours and which were bought at a low figure 
by a print-dealer in the Rue Honore, the citoyen 
Blaise. But the trade was going from bad to worse, 
declared Blaise, who for some time now had declined 
to purchase anj^thing. 

This time, Jiowever, made inventive by necessity, 
Gamelin had conceived a new and happy thought, 
as he at any rate believed, — an idea that was to 
make the print-seller’s ’fortune, arid the engraver’s 
and his ovvin to boot. ‘This yjas a “patriotic” pack 
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, of cards, where for the kings and queens and knaves 
of the old style he meant to substitute figures of 
Genius, of Liberty, of Equality and the like. He 
had already sketched out all his designs, had finished' 
several and was eager to pass on to Desmahis such 
as were in a state to be engraved. The one he 
deemed the most successful represeiiited a soldier 
dressed in the three-cornered hat, blue coat with 
red facings, yellow breeclfes and black gaiters of the 
Volunteer, seated on a big drum,* his feet* on a *pile 
of cannon-balls and his Vnusket between his knees. 
It was the citizen of hehrts replacing the ci-devant 
knave of hearts. For*.six months and more Gamelin 
had been drawing soldiery •with never-failing gusto. 
He had sold some of tl^ese while the fit of martial 
enthusiasm lasted, while others hui\g on •the walls 
of the room, ind five or six, water-colours, colour- 
washes and chalks in two tints, laV abolit on the* 
table and chairs. In the days of J»jy>j’ 92 , when in 
every open space rose platforms for enrolling* re- 
cruits, when all the taverns were gay witR green 
leaves and resounded to the shouts of “Vive la Na- 
tion! freedom or death!” Gamelin coilld not cross 
the Pont-Neuf or pass the Hotel de Ville without 
his heart beatin*g high at sight of the beBagged 
marquee in which magistrates in tricolour scarves 
were inscribing the names of volunteers to the sound 
of the Marseillaise. But for him to join the Repub- 
lic’s armies would have meant leaving his mother 
to starve. , 

Heralded by a*grievous sound of pufing and pant- 
ing the old citoyenne, Gamelin’s widowed mother, 
entered the studio, hot, red* and out of breath, the 
National cockade* hanging half unpinned in her cap 
and on the point of falling out. She deposited her 
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basket on a chair and still standing, the better to 
get her breath, began to groan over the high price 
of victuals. 

. A shopkeeper’s wife till the death of her husband, 
a cutler in the Rue de Grenelle-Saint-Germain, at 
the sign of the Ville de Chatellerault, now reduced 
to poverty, the citoyenne Gamelin lived in seclusion, 
keeping house for her son the painter. He was the 
elder of her two children. |\s for her daughter Julie, 
at one time employed at a fashionable milliner’s in 
the Rue Honore, the best* thing was not to know 
what had become of her, Jbr it was ill saying the 
truth, that she had emigrated with an aristocrat. 

“Lord God!’’ sighed die citoyenne, showing her 
son a loaf baked of heavy dun-coloured dough, 
“bread is^too dear for anjAhing; the more reason 
it should « be hiac^ of pure wheatj At market 
neither eggs no* green-stuff nor cheese to be had. 
By dint of eating chestnuts, we’re like to grow into 
chestnuts.” • ' 

After«a long pause, she began ^gain: 

“Why, I’ve seen women in "the streets who had 
nothing to feed their little ones with. The distress 
is sore among poor folks. , And it will go on the same 
till things are put back on a proper»foot*ng.” 

* “Mother,” broke id, Gamelin with a frown, “the 
scarcity we suffer * from is due to the unprincipled 
buyers and speculators who starve the people and 
connive with our foes over the border to render the 
Republic odious to the citizens and to destroy liberty. 
This comes of <he Brissotins’ plots, and the traitor- 
ous dealings of your Petions and Rolands. It is 
well if the federalists in arms do not march on Paris 
and massacre the patrist remnant.whom famine is 
too slow in killing! 'J'^ere is no time to losej we 
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must tax the price of flour and guillotine every man 
who speculates in the food of the people, foments 
insurrection or palters with the foreigner. The 
Convention has set up an extraordinary tribunal to. 
try conspirators. Patriots form the court; buf will 
its members have energy enough to defend the 
fatherland against our foes? There is hope in Robes- 
pierre; he is virtuous. There is hope above all in 
Marat. He loves the people, discerns its true in- 
terests and promotes them. He»was ever the first 
to unmask traitors, to<baffle plots. He is incorrup- 
tible and fearless. He, ^nd he alone, can save the 
imperilled Republic.”^ 

The citoyenne Gamelin shook her head, paying no 
heed to the cockade that*fell out of her cap at the 

gesture. ^ ' . • V 

"Have done, Evariste; your is i. man like 

another and no better than the rest. * You«re young* 
and your head is full o. fancies. What you say to- 
day of Marat, you said before of Mirlbeau, of. La 
Fayette, of Petion, of Brissot." ' • 

“Never!” rri;d Gamelin, who was genuinely 
oblivious. • 

After clearing one end of the deal cable of the 
papers and books, brushes and chalks that littered 
it, the citoyenne laid out o® it the earthenware* 
soup-bowl, two tin porringers, tWb iron forks, the 
loaf of brown bread and a jug of thin wine. 

Mother and son ate the soup in silence and fin- 
ished their meal with a small scrap of bacon. The 
citoyenne, putting her titbit on her Bread, used the 
point of h^ pocket knife to convey the pieces one 
by one slowly and solemnly to her toothless jaws 
and masticated with a propa: reverence the victuals 
that had cost so dear. 
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She had left the best part on the dish for her son, 
who sat lost in a brown study. 

“Eat, Evariste,” she repeated at regular inter- 
.vals, “eat,” — and on her lips the word had all the 
solemnity of a religious commandment. 

She began again with her lamentations on the 
dearness of provisions, and again Gamelin demanded 
taxation as the only remedy for these evils. 

But she shrilled : I 

“There* is no money left in the country. The 
emigres have carried it all %flF*with them. There is 
no confidence left either. Everything is desperate.” 

“Hush, mother, hushi” j>rotested Gamelin. 
* What matter our privations, our hardships of a 
moment? The Revolution will win for all time the 
happiness, of the human race.” 

The good dathe sopped her bread in4ier wine; her 
fnood grew mofe cheerful and she smiled as her 
thoughts recumed to her young days, when she used 
to dance on the green in honour of the King's birth- 
day. She well remembered too the day when Joseph 
Gamelin, cutler by trade, had* asked her hand in 
marriage. And she told over, detail by detail, how 
things had gone, — how her mother had bidden her: 
“Go dress. We are going to the Pkce de Greve, to 
Monsieur Bienassis’ ^op, to see Damiens drawn 
and quartered,” a'hd what difficulty they had to 
force their way through the press of eager spectators. 
Presently, in Monsieur Bienassis’ shop, she had 
seen Joseph Gamelin, wearing his fine rose-pink 
coat and had known in an instant, what he would 
be at. All the time she sat at the window to see the 
regicide torn with red-ljot pincers, drenched with 
molten lead, dragged at* the tail of* four horses and 
thrown into the flame#, Joseph Gamelin had stood 

2 
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behind her chair and had never once left off com- 
plimenting her on her complexion, her hair and her 
figure. 

She drained the last drop in her cup and con-, 
tinued her reminiscences of other d^s: 

“I brought you into the world, Evariste, sooner 
than 1 had expected, by reason of a fright 1 had 
when I was big. It was on the Pont-Neuf, where I 
came near being knocked down by a crowd of sight- 
seers hurrying to Monsieur de*Lally’s ‘execution. 
You were so little at yorfr birth the surgeon thought 
you would not live. Bijt I felt sure God would be 
gracious to me and (preserve your life. I reared you 
to the best of my powAs, grudging neither pains 
nor expense. It is fair m say, my Evariste, that 
you showed me you were grateful and /hat, from 
childhood upJj you tried your l>est* to fecompense 
me for what I had done. You weib naturally affec- 
tionate and tender-hearted. Your sister was not 
bad at heart; but she was selfish 'an(9 of unbridled 
temper. Your compassion was greater than ever 
was hers for the unfortunate. When the little rag- 
amuffins of the neighbourhood robbed birds’ nests 
in the trees, you always fought hard to rescue the 
nestlings fibm their hands and restore them to 
the mother, and many a tim^you did not give in till 
after you had been kicked and cuffed cruelly. At 
seven years of age, instead of wrangling with bad 
boys, you would pace soberly along the street say- 
ing over your catechism; and all the poor people 
you came across you insisted on bringing home with 
you to relieve their needs, till I was forced to whip 
you to break you of the habit. You could not see a 
living creature suffer withobt tears. When you had 
done growing, you turned oitf a very handsome lad. 
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To tny great surprise, you appeared not to know it, 
— how different from most pretty boys, who are full 
of conceit and vain of their good looks!” 

• His old mother spoke the truth. Evariste at 
twenty had had a grave and charming cast of 
countenance, ^ beauty at once austere and feminine, 
the countenance of a Minerva. Now his sombre 
eyes and paje cheeks revealed a melancholy and 
passionate soul. But his [jaze, when it fell on his 
mother, retovered *for a brief moment its childish 
softness. 

She went on: 

“You might have profit^ by your advantages to 
run after the girls, but ycu preferred to stay with 
me in the shop, and I had iQinetimes to tell you not 
to hang 01^ always to my apron-strings, but to go 
and amu^e yourself* with your young* companions. 
To my djdng day I shall always testify that you 
have been a good son, Evariste. After your father’s 
death, you bf^avely took me and provided for me; 
though your work barely pays you, you have never 
let me want for anything, and if we are at this mo- 
ment destitute and miserable, I cannot blame you 
for it. The fault lies with the Revolution.” 

He raised hiS hand to protest;* but she only 
sKrugged and continued; 

“I am no aristocrat. I have seen the great in the 
full tide of their power, and I can bear witness that 
they abused their privileges. I have seen your 
father cudgelled, by the Due de Canaleilles’ lackeys 
because he did not make way quick enough for their 
master. I could never abide the Austrian — she was 
too haughty and too extsavagant. As for the King, 
I thought him good-hearted, and it* needed his trial 
and condenjnation to alter m]^ opinion. In fact, I 
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do not regret the old regime, — though I have had 
some agreeable times under it. But never tell me 
the Revolution is going to establish equality, because 
men will never be equal; it is an impossibility, and, 
let them turn the country upside down to their 
heart’s content, there will still be great and small, 
fat and lean in it.” 

As she talked, she was busy putting away the 
plates and dishes. Thq painter had left oflF listen- 
ing. He was thinking out a design, — for a Tsans- 
culotte, in red cap carmagnole, who was to su- 
persede the discreditedtknave of spades in his pack 
of cards. , \ 

There was a sound of Scratching on the door, and 
a girl appeared, — a coi^wtry wench, as broad as she 
was long, red-haired and bandy-legged, a.wen hiding 
the left eye,\he right so pale a*blue it looked white, 
with monstrous thick lips and teeth ‘protruding 
beyond them. 

She asked Gamelin if he was GimeKn the painter 
and if he could do her a portrait of her betrothed, 
Ferrand (Jules), a wlunteer serving with the Army 
of the Ardennes., • 

Gamelin replied that he would be glad to execute 
the portrait onf the gallant v^rrior’s return. 

But the girl insisted gently ^but firmly that it 
must be done at once. 

The painter protested, smiling in spite of himself 
as he pointed out that he could do nothing without 
the original. 

The poor coeature was dumfounded; she had 
not foreseen the difficulty. Her head drooping over 
the left shoulder, her hands clasped in front of her, 
she stood still and silent al if overwhelmed by her 
disappointment. Touched and diverted, by so much 
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simplicity, and by way of distracting the poor, love- 
sick creature’s grief, the painter handed her one of 
the soldiers he had drawn in water-colours and 
asked her if he was like that, her sweetheart in the 
Ardennes. 

She bent her doleful look on the sketch, and little 
by little her eye brightened, sparkled, flashed, and 
her moon face beamed out in a radiant smile. 

“It is his very likeness,” iihe cried at last. “It is 
the •^^ery spit of Jules Ferrai:\d, it is Jules Ferrand to 
the life.” 

Before it occurred to the*artist to take the sheet 
of paper out of her hand^ she folded it, carefully 
with her coarse red fingers into a tiny square, slipped 
it over her heart between \ker stays and her shift, 
handed the painter an assignat for five livres, and 
wishing the corppafty a very good day, hobbled 
Tight-heartedly to the door and so out of the room. 



Ill 


N the afternoon of the same day 
£varistt set out to see the citoyen 
Jean Blaise, pnntseller, >as wall as 
dealer ih ornamental boxes, fancy 
goods ^d games of all sorts, in the 
Rue^ H! more, opposite the Oratoire 
and nea^the officeofthe Messageries, 
at the sign of the Amo^- peintre. The shop was on 
the ground floor of a^house sixty years old^ and 
opened on the street by a vaulted areh the key- 
stone of which bore a grotesque *head with horns-. 
The semicircle beneath the arch was occupied by an 
oil-painting representing “the Sioiliaii or Cupj,d the 
Painter,” after a composition by Boucher, wVich 
Jean Blaise’s fathet had put up in 1770 and which 
sun and rain had been doing their best to obliterate 
ever since. On* either side of the door a similar 
arched opening, with a nymph’s head on the key- 
stone arch glazed with the largest panes to be g6t, 
exhibited for the benefit of the'public the prints in 
vogue at the time and the latest novelties in coloured 
engravings. To-day’s display included a series of 
scenes of gallantry by Boilly, treated in his grace- 
ful, rather stiff, way, Lefons d’amottr conjugal, Douces 
resistances and the like, which scandalized the Jaco- 
bins and which the rigid moralists denounced to the 
Society of Arts, Debucotfrt’s Promenade publique, 
with a dandy in canary-colpured breeches lounging 
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on three chairs, a group of horses by the young 
Carle Vemet, pictures of air balloons, the Bain de 
Firginie and figures after the antique. 

• Amid the stream of citizens that flowed past the 
shop it was the raggedest figures that loitered long- 
est before the two fascinating windows. Easily 
amused, delighting in pictures and bent on getting 
their share, if only through the eyes, of the good 
things of this world, they stood in open-mouthed 
admiration^ whereas the ar!|ptocrats merely glanced 
in, frowned and passed on. 

The instant he came within sight of the house, 
Evariste fixed his eyes on 0|.iie of the row of windows 
above the shop, the one on ^he left hand, where there 
was a red carnation in a flo\ Y,r-pot behind a "balcony 
of twisted ironwork. It was the windoy of Elodie’s 
chamber, Jean tillaise’s daughter. The print-dealer 
Tived with 'his only child on the first floor of the 
house. 

Evariste, after, halting a moment as if to get his 
breath in f"ont of the Amour peir^ire, turned the hasp 
of the shop-door. He found the citoyenne Elodie 
within; she Had just sold a couple, of engravings by 
Fragonard fils and Naigeo'h, carefully selected from 
a jiumber of others, aiul before locking up the assi- 
gnats received in pjiynient in the strong-box, was 
holding them one after the other between her fine 
eyes and the light, to scrutinize the delicate lines 
and intricate curves of engraving and the water- 
mark. She was ^naturally suspicious, for as much 
forged paper was in circulation as true, which was 
a great hindrance to commerce. As in former days, 
in the case of such as copied the King’s signature, 
forgers of the national currency we’re punished by 
death; yet plates for p^nxmgjissignats were to be 
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found in every cellar, the Swiss smuggled in coun- 
terfeits by the million, whole packets were put in 
circulation in the inns, the English landed bales of 
them every day on our coasts, to ruin the Repul>- 
lic's credit and bring good patriots to destitution. 
Elodie was in terror of accepting bad paper, and 
still more in terror of passing it and being treated 
as an accomplice of Pitt, though she had a firm 
belief in her own good ^uck and felt pretty sure of 
coming off best in any |;mergendy. * • 

Evariste looked at'her with the sombre gaze that 
speaks more movingly of love than the most smiling 
face. She returned ohisVaze with a mocking curl of 
the lips and an arch gream in the dark eyes, — an 
expression she wore bemuse she knew he loved her 
and liked to know it and because such a look pro-’ 
vokes a lover, makes him cbm^lain of ill-usage, 
brings him to the speaking point, if tie has not" 
spoken already, which was Evariste’s case. 

Before depositing the assignats *in the strong-box, 
she produced from, her work-basket a v^hite scarf, 
which she had begun to embroider, and set to work 
on it. At once industrious and a 'coquette, she 
knew instinctively how to ply her needle so as to 
fascinate an atlmirer and make a pretty thing for 
her wearing at one and the s&me,time; she had quite 
different ways of working according to the person 
watching her, — ^a nonchalant way for those she 
would lull into a gentle languor, a capricious way 
for those she was fain to see in % more or less de- 
spairing mood; For Evariste, she bent with an air 
of. painstaking absorption over her scarf, for she 
wanted to stir a sentiment of serious affection in 
his heart. * * 

Elodie was neither very^^oung nor very pretty. 
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She might have been deemed plain at the first 
glance. She was a brunette, with an olive com- 
plexion; under the broad white kerchief knotted 
carelessly about her head, from which the dark lus- 
trous ringlets escaped, her eyes of fire gleamed as if 
they would burn their orbits. Her round face with 
its prominent cheek-bones, laughing lips and rather 
broad nose, that gave it a wild-wood, voluptuous 
expjression,. reminded the phinter of the faun of the 
Borghese, a cast of which* he had seen and been 
struck with admiration for its freakish charm. A 
faint down of moustache accentuated the curve of 
the full lips. A bosom tl.^t seemed big with love 
was confined by a crossed kerchief in the fi^hion of 
the year. Her supple waist, her active limbs, her 
whole vigorous body expressed in every movement 
a wild, delicious freedom. Every glance, every 
breath, every quiver of the warm flesh called for 
love and promised passion. There, behind the trades- 
man's count^, she seemed rather a dancing nymph, 
a bacchante of the opera, stripped of her lynx skin 
and thyrsus,, imprisoned, and travestied by a ma- 
gician’s spell under the modest trappings of a house- 
wife by Chardin. , 

' “My father is not at home,” she told the painter; 
“wait a little, he will not be long.” 

In the small brown hands the needle travelled 
swiftly over the fine lawn. 

“Is the pattern to your taste. Monsieur Ga- 
melin?” 

It was not in Gamelin’s nature to pretend. And 
love, exaggerating his confidence, encouraged him 
to speak quite frankly, a 

“You embroider cleverly, citoyenne; but, if I am 
to say what I think, ft^e pattern you have traced is 
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not simple enough or bold enough, and smacks of 
the alFected taste that in France governed too long 
the ornamentation of dress and furniture and wood- 
work; all those rosettes and wreaths recall the 
pretty, finikin style that was in favour under the 
tyrant. There is a new birth of taste. Alas! we 
have much leeway to make up. In the days of the 
infamous Louis XV the art of decoration had some- 
thing Chinese about if. Theji made, pot-bejiied 
cabinets with drawer mandles grotesque in their 
contortions, good for nothing but to be thrown on 
the fire to warm good jjatriots. Simplicity alone is 
beautiful. We mifet hark back to the antique. 
David 'designs beds anc^ chairs from the Etruscan 
vases and the wall-paintings of Herculaneum.” 

“Yes, I have seen those beds and chairs,”" said 
Elodie, “they are lovely. Soon we shall want n«^ 
other sort. I am like you, I adore the antique.” 

“Well, then, citoyenne," returned Evariste, “if 
you had limited your pattern to 'a Greek border, 
with ivy leaves, serpents or^^rossed arrov^,*it would 
have been worthy of a Spartan maidep . . . and of 
you. But you chn still this design by simpli- 
fying it, reducing it to the plain lines of beauty.” 

She asked her preceptor ^hat should be pickbd 
out. • 

He bent over the work, and the girl’s ringlets 
swept lightly over his cheek. Their hands met and 
their breaths mingled. For an instant Evariste 
tasted an ecstatic bliss, but to fed Elodie’s lips so 
close to his own filled him with fear, and dreading 
to alarm her modesty, he drew back quickly. 

The citoyennn Blaise was in love with Evariste 
Gamelin; she thought his great ardent eyes superb 
no less than the fin6 oval aF his pale face, and his 
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abundant black locks, parted above the brow and 
falling in showers about his shoulders; his gravity 
of demeanour, his cold reserve, his severe manner 
and uncompromising speech which never conde- 
scended to flattery, were equally to her liking. She 
was in love, and therefore believed him possessed of 
supreme artistic genius that would one day blossom 
forth in incomparable masterpieces and make his 
name world-famous, — and 4he loved him the better 
for the belief. The citoyenne Blaise was no prude 
on the score of masculine purity and her scruples 
were not offended because a man should satisfy his 
passions and follow his own tastes and caprices; 
she loved Evariste, who was virtuous; she/did not 
- love^him because he was virtuous, albeit she appre- 
ciated the advan|tag(^ of his being so in that she had 
no cause for jealousy or suspicion or any fear of 
rivals in his affections. 

Nevertheless, for the time being, she deemed his 
reserve a little overdone. If Racine’s “Aricie,” who 
loved “Jli|ppolyte,” admired the^youthful hero’s un- 
tameable virtue, it was with the hope of winning a 
victory over it, and she would d^ickly have be- 
wailed a sternness of moral fibre tb^t jiad refused 
to* be softened for he?f sake. At the first oppor- 
tunity she more than half declared her passion to 
constrain him to speak out himself. Like her proto- 
type the tender-hearted “Aricie,” the citoyenne Blaise 
was much inclined to think that in love the woman 
is bound to mSke the advances. ^ “The fondest 
hearts,” she told herself, “are the most fearful; they 
need help and encouragement. Besides, they are 
so simple a woman can go half way ^nd even further 
without their even knowing it, if only she lets them 
fancy the credit is thefFS of the’ bold attack and the 
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' glorious victory.” What made her more confident 
of success was the fact that she knew for a certainty 
^nd indeed there was no doubt about it) that 
Evariste, before ever the Revolution had made him 
a hero, had loved a mistress like any ordinary mor- 
tal, a very unheroic creature, no other than the 
concierge at the Academy of Painting. Elodie, who 
was a girl of some experience, quitd realised that 
there are different sor^;s of love. The sentiment 
Evariste inspired in her heart was profound enough 
for her to dream of making him the partner of her 
life. She was very ready to marry him, but hardly 
expected her fathef would approve the union of his 
only aliughter with a poor and unknown artist. 
Gamelin had nothing, while the printseller turned- 
over large^ums of money, c Tl^e Amour peintre 
brought him in large profits, the share market larger 
still, and he was in partnership with an army con- 
tractor who supplied the cavalry of the Republic 
with rushes in place of hay and mildewed oats. 
In a word, the cutler’s son of the Vue Saint- 
Dominique was a very insignificant .personage be- 
side the publisher of engravings, a man known 
throughout^ Europe, related to the Blaizots, Basans 
and Didots, and an honoured guest at the houses of 
the citoyens Saint-Pierre and Florian. Not that, as 
an obedient daughter should, she held her father’s 
consent to be an indispensable weliminaiy to her 
settlement in life. The latter, early left a widower, 
and a man of a self-indulgent, ^latile temper, as 
enterprising with women as he was in business, had 
never paid much heed to her and had left her to 
develop at her own sweet vfill, untrammelled whether 
by parental advice or parental affection, more care- 
ful to i|;nore than to saf^tiard the girl’s behaviour, 
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whose passionate temperament he appreciated as a 
connoisseur of the sex and in whom he recognized 
charms far and away more seductive than a pretty 
face. Too generous-hearted to be circumspect, too 
clever to come to harm, cautious even in her ca- 
prices, passion had never made her forget the social 
proprieties. Her father was infinitely grateful for 
this prudent behaviour, and as she had inherited 
from him a good head for business and a taste for 
money-making, he never troubled himself as to the 
mysterious reasons that deterred a girl so eminently 
marriageable from entering that estate and kept 
her at home, where she was at good as a ^house- 
keeper and four clerks to him. At twenty-seven 
she felt old enough and experienced enough to man- 
age her ovm concerns and had no need to ask the 
advice or consult the wishes of a father still a young 
man, and one of so easy-going and careless a temper. 
But for her to iparry Gamelin, Monsieur Blaise 
must needs .contrive a future for a son-in-law with 
such poor ‘'prospects, give him ‘an interest in the 
business, gua];antee him regular work as he did to 
several artists already — in fact, one way or another, 
provide him with a livelihood; and'Suah a favour 
was out of the’ questioil, she considered, whether for 
the one to offer or riie other to accept, so small was 
the bond of sympathy between the two men. 

The difficulty troubled the girl’s tender heart and 
wise brain. She saw nothing to alarm her in a secret 
union with her lo^er and in taking the author of na- 
ture for sole witness of their mutual troth. Her creed 
found nothing blameworthy in such a union, which 
the independence of her mode of life made possible 
and which Evariste’s honourable and virtuous char- 
acter gave her good hopes of forming without appre- 



30 


THE qpDS ARE ATHIRST 


hension as to the result. But Gamelin was hard 
put to it to live and provide his old mother with the 
barest necessaries, and it did not seem as though in 
so straitened an existence room could well be found 
for an amour even when reduced to the simplicity 
of nature. Moreover, Evariste had not yet spoken 
and declared his intentions, though certainly the 
citoyenne Blaise hoped to bring him to this before 
long. f • 

She broke off her ineditations, and the needle 
stopped at the same moment. 

“Citoyen Evariste,” she said, “I shall not care 
for thcji scarf, unless you like it too. Draw me a 
pattern^, please. Meanwhile, I will copy Penelope 
and unravel what I have done in your absence.” , 

He answered in a tone of SQmbce enthusiasm; 

“I promise you I will, citoyenne.' I wijl draw you 
the brand of the tyrannicide Harmodius, — a sword 
in a wreath,” — and pulling out his^encil, he sketched 
in a design of swords and flowers* in (be sober, un- 
adorned style he admired. And as llfc'^rew, he 
expounded his views of art: 

“A regenerated People,”. he declared, "must re- 
pudiate ali«i;lv! legacies of servitude, bad taste, bad 
outline, bad drawing. Watteau, Boucher, Frago- 
nard worked for tyrants and for«laves. Their works 
show no feeling for good style or purity of line, no 
love of nature or truth. Masks, dolls, fripperies, 
monkey-tricks, — ^nothing else! Posterity will de- 
spise their fijvolous production?. In a hundred 
years all Watteau’s pictures will be banished to the 
garrets and falling to pieces from neglect; in 1893 
struggling paipters will be daubing their studies 
over Boucher’s canvases. David has opened the 
way; Iw approaches the ^tique, but he has not 
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yet reached true simplicity, true grandeur, bare and 
unadorned. Our artists have many secrets still to 
learn from the friezes of Herculaneum, the Roman 
bas-reliefs, the Etruscan vases.” 

He dilated at length on. antique beauty, then 
came back to Fragonard, whom he abused with 
inexhaustible venom: 

“Do you know him, citoyenne?” 

Elodie nodded. . i 

“You likewise know good old Greuze, who is 
ridiculous enough, to be sure, with his scarlet coat 
and his sword. But he looks like a wise man of 
Greece beside Fragonard. I met him, a while ago, 
the miserable old man, trotting by under the^arcades 
x»f the Palais-Egalite, powdered, genteel, sprightly, 
spruce, hideous. At, sight of him, I longed that, 
failing Apollo, some sturdy friend of the arts might 
hang him up to a tree and flay him alive like Marsyas 
as an everlasting warning to bad painters.” 

Elodie ga^ him a long look out of her dancing, 
wanton 

“You know how to hate, Monsieur Gamelin, are 
we to conclude you know also how to lo . . . ? ” 

“Is that you, Gamelin?^’ broke in^^enor voice; 
it Vras the citoyen Blaise just come back to his shop. 
He advanced, boota creaking, charms rattling, coat- 
skirts flying, an enormous black cocked hat on his 
head, the corners of which touched his shoulders. 

Elodie, picking up her work-basket, retreated to 
her chamber. • 

“Well, Gamelin!” inquired the 'citoyen Blaise, 
“have you brought me anything new?” 

“May be,” declared the painter, — and proceeded 
to expound his ideas. 

“Our playing cards present a grievous and star- 
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tling contrast with our present ways of thinking. 
The names of knave and king offend the ears of a 
patriot. I have designed and executed a reformed, 
Revolutionary pack in which for kings, queens and 
knaves are substituted Liberties, Equalities, Fra- 
ternities; the aces in a border of fasces, are called 
Laws. . . . You call Liberty of clubs, Equality of 
spades. Fraternity of diamonds, Law'of hearts. I 
venture to think my c^rds are «drawn with some 
spirit; I propose to have them engraved on copper 
by Desmahis, and to take out letters of patent.” 

So saying and extracting from his portfolio some 
finished| designs in Vater-colour, the artist handed 
them to|.jthe printseller. 

The ciioyen Blaise declined to take them, andr 
turning awaV: ^ • 

“My lad,” he sneered, “take ’em to the Conven- 
tion; they will perhaps accord you a vote of thanks. 
But never think to make a sol by your new inven- 
tion which is not new at all. You’re %.rday behind 
the fair. Your Revolutionary pack of ckrds is the 
third I’ve had brought me. Your comrade Dugourc 
offered me last w£ek a picquet set with four Gieniuses 
of the Peopl^' four Liberties, four Equalities. An- 
other was suggested, with Sages and Heroes, Cato, 
Rousseau, Hannibal, — don’t know what all! . . . 
And these cards had the advantage over yours, my 
friend, in being coarsely drawn and cut on wood 
blocks — ^with a penknife. How little you know the 
world to dream that players will use cards designed 
in the taste of t>avid and engraved a la Bartolozzi! 
And then again, what a strange mistake to think it 
needs all this tc^o to suit the old packs to the new 
ideas. Out of their own heads, the good sansculottes 
can find^a corrective for whak offends them, saying. 
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instead of ‘king’ — ‘The Tyrant!’ or just ‘The 
fat pig!’ They go on using the same old filthy 
cards and never buy new ones. The great market 
fbf playing-cards is the gaming-hells of the Palais- 
£galite; well, I advise you to go there and offer the 
croupiers and punters there your Liberties, your 
Equalities, your . . . what d’ye call ’em? . . . 
Laws of hearts . . . and come back and tell me 
what sort of a reception th^y gave you!” 

The citoyen Blaise sat down on the counter, filliped 
away sundry grains of snuff from his nankeen breeches 
and looking at Gamelin with an air of gentle pity: 

“Let me give you a bit of advice, citoyen \ if you 
want to make your living, dr^ your patriotic packs 
of cards, leave your revolutionary symbdls alone, 
have dona with youjr Hercules, your hj^dras, your 
Furies pursuing guilt, your Geniuses of Liberty, and 
paint me pretty girls. The people’s ardour for re- 
generation grows lukewarm with time, but men will 
always love women. Paint me women, all pink and 
white, with little feet and tiny bands. And get this 
into your thick skull that nobody cares a fig about 
the Revolution or wants to hear another word 
about it.” ’ m . 

'But Evariste drew himself up' in indignant 
protest: 

“What! not hear another word of the Revolu- 
tion! . . . But, why surely, the restoration of 
liberty, the victories of our armies, the chastisement 
of tyrants are events that will startle the most re- 
mote posterity. How could we n6t be struck by 
such portents? . . . What! the sect of the sanscu- 
lotte Jesus has lasted jyell-nigh eighteen centuries, 
and the religion of Liberty is to be abolished after 
barely four years of eSdstence!” 
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But Jean Blaise resumed in a tone of superiority: 

“You walk in a dream; 1 see life as it is. Believe 
me, friend, the Revolution is a bore; it lasts over 
long. Five years of enthusiasm, five years of fra* 
ternal embraces, of massacres, of fine speeches, of 
Marseillaises, of tocsins, of ‘hang up the aristo- 
crats,’ of heads promenaded on pikes, of women 
mounted astride of cannon, of trees of Liberty 
crowned with the red cap, of white-robed maidens 
and old men drawn about the streets in flower- 
wreathed cars; of imprisonments and guillotinings, 
of proclamations, and short commons, of cockades 
and plymes, sword« and carmagnoles — it grows 
tedious I And then folk are beginning to lose the 
hang of rt all. We have gone through too much, we^ 
have seen )>oo many of the great men jnd noble 
patriots whom you have led in triumjjh to the 
Capitol only to hurl them afterwards from the Tar- 
peian rock, — Necker, Mirabeau, La Fayette, Bailly, 
Petion, Manuel, and how many cfther^^ How* can 
we be sure you are not preparing the sai^ fate for 
your new heroes? . . . Men have lost all count.” 

“Their names, citoyen Blaise; name them, these 
heroes we are m^ing re’ady to sacrifice!” cried 
Gamelin in aTonemat recalled the print-dealer toti 
sense of prudence. ^ , 

“1 am a Republican and a patriot,” he replied, 
clapping his hand on his heart. “I am as good a 
Republican as you, as ardent a patriot as ydu, 
citoyen Gamelin. I do not suspect your zeal nor 
accuse you of arty backsliding. But remember that 
my zeal and my devotion to the State are attested 
by numerous acts. Here yju have my principles: 

I give my confidence to every individual competent 
to serve the Nation. Befoj;* the men whom the 
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general voice elects to the perilous honour of the 
Legislative office, such as Marat, such as Robes- 
pierre, I bow my head; I am ready to support them 
to the measure of my poor ability and offer them the 
humble co-operation of a good citizen. The Com- 
mittees can bear witness to my ardour and self- 
sacritice. In conjunction with true patriots, I have 
furnished oats and fodder to our gallant cavalry, 
boots for our soldiers. This very day I am despatch- 
ing from Vernon a convoy of sixty oxen to the Army 
of the South through a country infested with brig- 
ands and patrolled by the emissaries of Pitt and 
Conde. I do not talk; I act.”* , 

Gamelin calmly put back his sketches in his port- 
'.folip, the strings of which he tied and thdh slipped 
it under his arm. , 

“It is 9 strange contradiction,” he said through 
his clenched teeth, “to see men help our soldiers to 
carry through the world the liberty they betray in 
their own ^homes’ by sowing discontent and alarm 
in the sod! of its defenders. . . . Greeting and fare- 
well, citoyen Blaise.” 

Before turning down the alley* that runs along- 
side the Oratoire, Gamelin, his hear^big with love 
and anger, wheeled round for a last Took at the red 
carnations blossoming on a certain window-sill. 

He did not despair; the fatherland would yet be 
saved. Against Jean Blaise’s unpatriotic speeches 
he set his faith in the Revolution. Still he was bound 
to recognize that the tradesman had some show of 
reason when he asserted that the* people of Paris 
had lost its old interest in public events. Alas! it 
was but too manifest ijiat to the enthusiasm of the 
early days had little by little succeeded a wide- 
spread indifference, that never again would be seen 
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the mighty crowds, unanimous in their ardour, of 
’89, never again the millions, one in heart and soul, 
that in ’90 thronged round the altar of the jederes. 
Well, good citizens must show double zeal and 
courage, must rouse the people from its apathy, 
bidding it choose between liberty and death. 

Such were Gamelin’s thoughts, and the memory 
of Elodie was a spur to his confidence. • 

Coming to the Quais, he saw ^he sun setting in 
the distant west behind lowering clouds that were 
like mountains of glowing lava; the roofs of the city 
were bathed in a golden light; the windows flashed 
back a thousand dazcling reflections. And Gamelin 
pictured the Titans forging out of the molten frag- 
ments of 'oy-gone worlds Dike, the city of brass. 

Not having a morsel of bre^d for his mother or 
himself, he was dreaming of a place at thg limitless 
board that should have all the world for guests and 
welcome regenerated humanity to the feast. Mean- 
time, he tried to persuade himself .that,.ihe father- 
land, as a good mother should, would feed her faith- 
ful child. Shutting his mind against the gibes of 
the printseller, he»forced himself to believe that his 
notion of a Revolutionary pack of cards was a novel 
one and a good one, and thac with these happily 
conceived sketches of his he held a fortune in the 
portfolio under his arm. “Desmahis,” he told him- 
self, “shall engrave them. We will publish for our- 
selves the new patriotic toy and we are sure to sell 
ten thousand packs in a month, at twenty sols 
apiece.” * 

In his impatience to realize the project, he strode 
cSl at once for the Quai de Ferraille, where Des- 
mahis lived over h glazier’s shop. 

The entrance was through due shop. The glazier’s 
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wife informed Gamelin that the citoyen Desmahis 
was not in, a fact that in no wise surprised the 
painter, who knew his friend was of a vagabond and 
dissipated humour and who marvelled that a man 
could engrave so much and so well as he did while 
showing so little perseverance. Gamelin made up 
his mind to wait a while for his return and the 
woman offered him a chair. She was in a black 
mood and began to grumble at the badness of trade, 
though she had always been told that the Revolu- 
tion, by breaking windows, was making the glaziers’ 
fortunes. 

Night was falling; so abandoning his ‘idea of 
waiting for his comrade, Gamelin took his leave of 
diis hostess of the moment. As he was c;K)ssing the 
Pont-Neuf, he saw a detachment of National Guards 
debouch fcom the Quai des Morfondus. They were 
mounted and carried torches. They were driving 
back, the crowd, and amid a mighty clatter of sabres 
escorting a 'cart 'driving slowly on its way to the 
guillotine "with a man whose name no one knew, a 
ci-devant noble, the first prisoner condemned by the 
newly constituted Revolutionary Tribunal. He 
cquld be seen by glimpses between the guardsmen’s 
hats, sitting with ha^ds tied behind his back, his 
head bared and sWaying from side to side, his face 
to the cart’s tail. The headsman stood beside him 
lolling against the rail. The passers-by had stopped 
to look and were telling each other it was likely one 
of the fellows who starved the people, and staring 
with eyes of indifference. Gamelin, coming closer, 
caught sight of Desmahis among the spectators; he 
was struggling to push a way throu^ the press and 
cut across the line of march. He called out to him 
and clapped a hand oif*his shoulder, — and Desmahis 
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turned his head. He was a young man with a hand- 
some face and a stalwart person. In former days, 
at the Academy, they used to say he had the head 
of Bacchus on the torso of Hercules. His friends 
nicknamed him ‘^Barbaroux^* because of his like- 
ness to that representative of the people. 

*‘Come here,” Gamelin said to him, *T have some- 
thing of importance to say to you, Desmahis.” 

Leave me alone,” the latter answered peevishly, 
muttering some half-heard explanation, looking out 
as he spoke for a chance of darting across: 

‘T was following a divine creature, in a straw hat, 
a milUher^s wench,* with her flaxen hair down her 
back; that cursed cart has blocked my way. . . . 
She has §Qne on ahead, she is at the other ead of 
the bridge by now!’* • ‘ 

Gamelin endeavoured to hold him back by his 
coat skirts, swearing his business was urgent. 

But Desmahis had already slipped away between 
horses, guards, swords and torched, aifd was in hot 
pursuit of the milliner’s girl. 



IV 


r was ten o’clock in the forenoon. 
The April sun bathed the tender 
leafage of the trees in light. A storm 
had 'cleared the air during the night 
and it was deliciously fresh and sweet. 
At long intervals a horseman passing 
along the Alice de^ Veuves brqke the 
silence and solitude. On the outskirts of the shady 
avenue, over gainst a rustic cottage knoym as La 
Belh Lilloise, Evariste sat on a wooden bench wait- 
ing for Elodie. Since the day their fingers had met 
over the erfibroidery and their breaths had mingled, 
he had never been back to the Amour peintre. For 
a whole week his,f)roud stoicism and his timidity, 
which grew more extreme every day, had kept him 
away from Elodie. He had written her a letter con- 
ceived in a key of gravity, at once sombre and 
ardent, in which, explaining the grievance he had 
against the citoyen Blaise, but saying no word of his 
love and concealing, hiS chagrin, he announced his 
intention of never returning to her father’s shop, 
and was now showing greater steadfastness in keep- 
ing this resolution than a woman in love was quite 
likely to approve., 

A bom fighter whose bent was to defend her 
property under all circumstances, Elodie instantly 
turned her mind to the task of winning back her 
lover. At first she thought of going to see him at 
the studio in the Place ^e Thionville. But knowing 
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his touchy temper and judging from his letter that 
he was sick and sore, she feared he might come to 
regard daughter and father with the same angry 
displeasure and make a point of never seeing her 
again; so she deemed it wiser to invite him to a 
sentimental, romantic rendezvous which he could 
not well decline, where she would have ample time 
to cajole and charm him and where solitude would 
be her ally to fascinate his senses aind overcome his 
scruples. 

At this period, in all the English gardens and all 
the fashionable promenades, rustic cottages were 
to be ffound, built by clever architects, whose aim it 
was to flatter the taste of the city folk for a country 
life. He Belle Lilloise was occupied as a house ^ of 
light refreshment; its exterioi; bore a loojc of poverty 
that was part of the mise en scene and it stood on 
the fragments, artistically imitated, of a fallen tower, 
so as to unite with the charm of rusticity the melan- 
choly appeal of a ruined castle. .Moreover, as 
though a peasant’s cot and a shattered donjon were 
not enough to stir the sensibilities of his customers, 
the owner had* raised a tomb beneath a weeping- 
willow, — a column surmounted by a funeral urn 
and bearing the inscription:^* “Cleonice to her faith- 
ful Azor.” Rustic cots, ruined keeps, imitation 
tombs, — on the eve of being swept away, the aris- 
tocracy had erected in its ancestral parks these sym- 
bols of poverty, of decadence and of death. And 
now the patriot citizen found his delight in drink- 
ing, dancing, braking love in sham hovels, under the 
broken vaults, a sham in their very ruin, of sham 
cloisters and surrounded by a sham graveyard; for 
was not he tod, like his betters, a lover of nature, a 
disciple* of Jean-Jacques? 4^as not his heart stuflFed 
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as full as theirs with sensibility and the philosophy 
of humanity? 

Reaching the rendezvous before the appointed 
time, fivariste waited, measuring the minutes by 
the beating of his heart as by the pendulum of a 
clock. A patrol passed, guarding a convoy of pris- 
oners. Ten minutes after a woman dressed all in 
pink, carrying a bouquet as the fashion was, escorted 
by a gentleman ia a three-cornered hat, red coat, 
striped waistcoat and breeches, slipped into the 
cottage, both so very like the gallants and dames of 
the ancien regime one was bound to think with the 
citoyen Blaise that mankind possesses characteris- 
tics Revolutions cannot change. 

•A,few minutes later, coming from Rueil^&r Saint- 
Cloud, an *old woman carrying a cylindrical box, 
painted in •brilliant colours, arrived and sat down 
beside Gamelin, on his bench. She put down her 
box ii^ front of her, and he saw that the lid had a 
turning needle hxeH on it; the poor woman’s trade 
was to hold a lottery in the public gardens for the 
children to try their luck at. She also dealt in 
“ladies’ pleasures,’’ an pld-fashiOned sweetmeat 
whjch she sold under a new name; whether because 
the time-honoured titfe of “forget-me-nots” called 
up inappropriate ideas of unhappiness and retri- 
bution or that folks had just got tired of it in course 
of time, “forget-me-nots” were now yclept “ladies’ 
pleasures.” 

The old dame wiped the sweat from.her forehead 
with a corner of her apron and broke out into railings 
against heaven, upbraiding God for injustice when 
he made life so hard for 1ms creatures. Her husband 
kept a tavern on the river-bank at Saint-Cloud, 
while she came in everyMay to the Champs ^lysees. 
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sounding her rattle and crying: Ladies' pleasures t 
come buy, come buy!” And with all this toil the 
old couple could not scrape enough together to end 
their days in comfort. 

Seeing the young man beside her disposed to 
commiserate with her, she expounded at great length 
the origin of her misfortunes. It was all the Repub- 
lic; by robbing the rich, it was taking the bread out 
of poor people’s mouths. And there was no hoping 
for a better state of affairs. Things would only go 
from bad to worse, — she knew that from many 
token^. At Nanterre a woman had had a baby 
born with a serpent’s head; the lightning had struck 
the church at Rueil and melted the cross on the 
steeple;Sa were-wolf had been seen in the woqdsof 
Chaville. Masked men were poisoning^the springs 
and throwing plague powders in the air to cause 
diseases. . . . 

£variste saw £lodie spring from a carriage and 
run forward. The girl’s eyes l^bshed in the clear 
shadow cast by her straw hat; her lips, as red as 
the carnations she held in her hand, were wreathed 
in smiles. A scarf of black silk, crossed over the 
bosom, was knotted behind the back. Her yellow 
gown displayed the quick movements of the knees 
and showed a pair of low-heHed shoes below the 
hem. The hips were almost entirely unconhned; 
the Revolution had enfranchised the waists of its 
citoyennes. For all that, the skirts, still puffed out 
below the loips, marked the curves by exaggerating 
them and veiled the reality beneath an artificial 
amplitude of outline. 

He tried to ^peak but cOuld not find his voice, and 
was chagrined at his failure, which £lodie preferred 
to thednost eloquent greetihg. She noticed also and 
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looked upon it as a good omen, that he had tied his 
cravat with more than usual pains. 

She gave him her hand. 

• “I wanted to see you,” she began, “and talk to 
you. I did not answer your letter; I did not like 
it and I did not think it worthy of you. It would 
have been more to my taste if it had been more 
outspoken. It would be to malign your character 
and common sense to suppose you do not mean to 
return to the Amour peintre because you had a 
trifling altercation there about politics with a man 
many years your senior. Rest assured you have no 
cause to fear my father will receive you ill whenever 
you come to see us again. You do not know him; 
he bas forgotten both what he said to you‘ and what 
you said ifl reply. I do not say there is any great 
bond of sympathy between you two; but he bears 
no malice; I tell you frankly he pays no great heed 
to you . . . nor ^to me. He thinks only of his 
own affairs and Ifis own pleasures.” , 

She stepped towards the shrubberies surrounding 
the Belle Lilloise, and he followed her with some- 
thing of repugnance, knov.ing it to be the trysting- 
place of mercenary lovers and amours of a day. 
She selected the table* furthest out of sight. 

“How many thiifgs I have to tell you, £varlste. 
Friendship has its rights; you do not forbid me to 
exercise them? I have much to say about you 
. . . and something about myself, if you will let 
me.” 

The landlord having brought a carafe of lemonade, 
she filled their glasses herself with the air of a care- 
ful housewife; then she fcegan to tell him about hgr 
childhood, described her mother’s beauty, which she 
loved to dilate upon bb% as a tribute to the latter’s 
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memory and as the source of her own good looks, 
and boasted of her grandparents’ sturdy vigour, for 
she was proud of her bourgeois blood. She related 
how at sixteen she had lost this mother she adored 
and had entered on a life without anyone to love or 
rely upon. She painted herself as she was, a ve- 
hement, passionate nature, full of sensibility and 
courage, and concluded : 

“Oh, £variste, my girlhood was so sad and lonely 
I cannot but know what a prize is a heart like yours, 
and I will not surrender, I give you fair warning, of 
my own free will and without an effort to retain it, 
a sympathy on which I trusted I might count and 
which I held dear.” 

fivariste gazed at her tenderly. 

“Can it be, £lodie, that I am not indifferent to 
you? Can I really think . . . ?” ^ 

He broke off, fearing to say too much and thereby 
betray so trusting a friendliness. 

She gave him a little confiding hand that half- 
peeped out of the long narrow sleeve with its lace 
frillings. Her bosom rose and fell in long-drawn 
sighs. 

•“Credit me, Evariste, with all the sentiments 
you would have me feel for 3jou, and you will not be 
mistaken in the dispositions of»my heart.” 

“Elodie, Elodie, you say that? will you still say 
it when you know . . .” — ^he hesitated. 

She dropped her eyes; and he finished the sen- 
tence in a whisper: 

“. . . when' you know I love you?” 

As she heard the declaration, she blushed, — with 
pleasure. Yet, while her c^es still spoke of a tender 
ecstasy, a quizzical smile flickered in spite of herself 
about qpe corner of her lipsif^ She was thinking: 
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"And he imagines he proposed first! . . . and he 
is afraid perhaps of offending me! . . 

Then she said to him fondly: 

•"So you had never seen, dear heart, that I loved 
you?” 

They seemed to themselves to be alone, the only 
two beings in the universe. In his exaltation, 
Evariste raised his eyes to the firmament flashing 
with blue and golds 

" See, the sky is looking down at us ! It is benign ; 
it is adorable, as you are, beloved; it has your 
brightness, your gentleness, your smile.” 

He felt himself one with all nature, it formed part 
and parcel of his joy and triumph. To his eyes, it 
to celebrate his betrothal that the chestnut 
blossoms lit their flaming candles, the poplars burned 
aloft like ^ant torches. 

He exulted in his strength and stature. She, with 
her sqfter as well as finer nature, more pliable and 
more malleable, rejoiced in her very weakness and, 
his subjection once secured, instantly bowed to his 
ascendancy; now she had brought him under her 
slavery, she acknowledged. him for the master, the 
herp, the god, burned to obey, to admire, to offer 
her homage. In the sFade of the shrubbery he gave 
her a long, ardent kfss, which she received with head 
thro-wn back and, clasped in Evariste’s arms, felt 
all her flesh melt like wax. 

They werrt on talking a long time of themselves, 
forgetful of the universe. Evariste abounded mainly 
in vague, high thoughts, which filled Elodie with 
ecstasy. She spoke sweetly of things of practical 
utility and personal interest. Then, presently, 
when she felt she could stay no longer, she rose with 
a decided air, gave he^ lover the three red cama- 
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tions from the flower in her balcony and sprang 
lightly into the cabriolet in which she had driven 
there. It was a hired carriage, painted yellow, 
hung on very high wheels and certainly had nothing 
out of the common about it, or the coachman either. 
But Gamelin was not in the habit of hiring carriages 
and his friends were hardly more used to such an 
indulgence. To see the great wheels whirling her 
away gave him a strange pang^and a painful pre- 
sentiment assailed him; by a sort of hallucination 
of the mind, the hack horse seemed to be carrying 
£lodie away from him beyond the bounds of the 
actual* world and present time towards a city of 
wealth and pleasure, towards abodes of luxury and 
enjoyment, which he would never be able to enter. 

The carriage disappeared. Evariste recovered 
his calm by degrees; but a dull anguish remained 
and he felt that the hours of tender abandonment 
he had just lived would never be his again. 

He returned by the Champs Ely sees, 'where 
women in light summer dresses were sitting on 
wooden chairs, talking or sewing, while their chil- 
dren played under the trees. A woman selling 
“ladies’ pleasures ,” — her box was shaped like a 
drum — reminded him of the one he had spoke'n to 
in the Alice des Veuves, and it»seemed as if a whole 
epoch of his life had elapsed between the two en- 
counters. He crossed the Place de la Revolution. 
In the Tuileries gardens he caught the distant roar 
of a host of men, a sound of many voices shouting 
in accord, so Yamiliar in those great days of popu- 
lar enthusiasm which the enemies of the Revolution 
.declared would never dawn again. He quick^ed 
his pace as the*^noise grew louder and louder, reached 
the Rue Honore and foundWt thronged with a crowd 
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of men and women yelling; “Vive la Republique! 
Vive la Liberte!” The walls of the gardens, the 
windows, the balconies, the very roofs were black 
with lookers-on waving hats and handkerchiefs. 
Preceded by a sapper, who cleared a way for the 
procession, surrounded by Municipal Officers, Na- 
tional Guards* gunners, gendarmes, huzzars, ad- 
vanced slowly, high above the backs of the citizens, 
a man of a bilious complexion, a wreath of oak- 
leaves about his brow, his body wrapped in an old 
green surtout with an ermine collar. The women 
threw him flowers, while he cast about him the 
piercing glance of his jaundiced eyes, as though, in 
this enthusiastic multitude he was still searching 
out enemies of the people to denounce, traitors to 
punish. As he went by, Gamelin bent his head and 
joining his voice to a hundred thousand others, 
shouted his: 

“V^e Marat!” 

The triumphant hero entered the Hall of the 
Convention like Fate personified. While the crowd 
slowly dispersed Gamelin sat on a stone post in the 
Rue Honore and pressed his hand jover his heart to 
check its wild beating. What he had seen filled him 
with high emotion and burning enthusiasm. 

He loved and worshipped Marat, who, sick and 
fevered, his veins on fire, eaten up by ulcers, was 
wearing out the last remnants of his strength in the 
service of the Republic, and in his own poor house, 
closed to no map, welcomed him with open arms, 
conversed eagerly with him of pubKc affairs, ques- 
tioned him sometimes on the machinations of evil- 
doers. He rejoiced th^t the enemies of the Just, 
conspiring for his ruin, had prepaf|pd his triumph; 
he blessed the Revol titionary Tribunal, which ac- 
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quitting the Friend of the People had given back to 
the Convention the most zealous and most immacu- 
late of its legislators. Again his eyes could see the 
head racked with fever, garlanded with the civic 
crown, the features instinct with virtuous pride and 
pitiless love, the worn, ravaged, powerful face, the 
close-pressed lips, the broad chest, the strong man 
dying by inches who, raised aloft in the living chariot 
of his triumph, seemed to exhort his fellow-citizens: 
“Be ye like me, — patriots to the death!” 

The street was empty, darkening with the shadows 
of approaching night; the lamplighter went by with 
his cresset, and Gamelin muttered to himself: 

“Yes, to the death!” 



V 


Y nine in the morning fivariste reached 
the gardens of the Luxembourg, to 
find Elodie already there seated on a 
bench waiting for him. 

It was a month ago they had ex- 
changed their vows and since then 
they had seen each other every day, 
either at the Amour peintre or at the studio in the 
Place de Thionville. Their meetings had been very 
teiider, but at the same time characterized by a 
certain reserve that checked their expansiveness, — 
a reserve due to the staid and virtuous temper of 
the lover, a theist and a good citizen, who, while 
ready to make his .beloved mistress his own before 
the law or with God alone for witness according as 
circumstances demanded, would do nothing save 
publicly and in the light of day. Elodie knew the 
resolution to be right and honourable; but, despair- 
ing of a marriage that seemed impossible from every 
point of view and loatlr to outrage the prejudices of 
society, she contemplated in her inmost heart a 
liaison that could be kept a secret till the lapse of 
time gave it sanction. She hoped one day to over- 
come the scruples of a lover she could have wished 
less scrupulous, and meantime, un\\jlling to post- 
pone some necessary confidences as to the past, she 
had asked him to meet her for a lover’s talk in a 
lonely comer of the gardens near the Carthusian 
Priory. 
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She threw him a tender look, took his hand 
frankly, invited him to share the bench and speak- 
ing slowly and thoughtfully: 

“I esteem you too well, Evariste, to hide any- 
thing from you. I believe myself worthy of you; I 
should not be so were I not to tell you everything. 
Hear me and be my judge. I have no act to reproach 
myself with that is degrading or base, or even merely 
selfish. I have only been weak and credulous. . . . 
Do not forget, dear Evariste, the difficult circum- 
stances in which I found myself. You know how it 
was with me; I had lost my mother, my father, 
still a young man, thought only of his own amuse- 
ment and neglected me. I had a feeling heart, 
nature has dowered me with a loving temper and a 
generous soul; it was true she had not denied iflT a 
firm will and a sound judgment, but in those days 
what ruled my conduct was passion, not reason. 
Alas! it would be the same again to-day, if the two 
were not in harmony; I should. .be driven to give 
myself to you, beloved, heart and soul, and for 
ever!” 

She expressed herself in firm, well-balanced 
phrases. She had well thought over what she would 
say, having long ago made up her mind to this con- 
fession for several reasons— because she was nat- 
urally candid, because she found pleasure in follow- 
ing Rousseau’s example, and because, as she told 
herself reasonably enough: 

“One day Evariste must fathom a secret which is 
known to othess as well as myself. A frank avowal 
is best. It is unforced and therefore to my credit, 
and only tells him what soipe time or other he would 
discover to my^hame.” 

Soft-hearted as she was ajjid amenable to nature’s 
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promptings, she did not feel herself to be very much 
to blame, and this made her confession the easier; 
besides which, she had no intention of telling more 
than was absolutely requisite. 

“Ah!” she sighed, “why did I not know you, 
Evariste, in the days when I was alone and for- 
saken?” 

Gamelin had taken her request quite literally 
when Elodie asked ,him to be her judge. Primed at 
once by nature and the education of books for the 
exercise of domestic justice, he sat ready to receive 
Elodie’s admissions. 

As she still hesitated, he motioned to her to pro- 
ceed. Then she began speaking very simply: 

‘.‘A young man, who with many defects of char- 
acter combined some good qualities, and only showed 
the latter, „ found me to his taste and courted me 
with a perseverance that was surprising in such a 
case; Jie was in the flower of his youth, full of charm 
and the idol of a* bevy of charming women who 
made no attempt to hide their adoration. It was 
not his good looks nor even his brilliance that ap- 
pealed to me. . . . He touched ray heart by the 
tokpns of true love he gave me, and I do think he 
loved me truly. He^was tender, impassioned. I 
asked no pledge s£fve of his heart, and alas! his 
heart was fickle. ... I blame no one but myself; 
it is my confession I am making, not his. I lay 
nothing to his charge, for indeed he is become a 
stranger to me. Ah! believe me, Evariste, I swear 
it, he is no more to me than if he had* never existed.” 

She had finished, but Gamelin vouchsafed no 
answer. He folded his# arms, a steadfast, sombre 
look settling in his eyes. His mistre^ and his sistfir 
Julie were running together in his noughts. Julie 
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too had hearkened to a lover; but, unlike, alto> 
gether unlike, he thought, the unhappy £lodie, she 
had let him have his will and carry her ofF, not mis- 
led by the promptings of a tender heart, but to enjoy, 
far from her home and friends, the sweets of luxury 
and pleasure. He was a stern moralist; he had 
condemned his sister and he was half inclined to 
condemn his mistress. 

filodie resumed in a very pleading voice: 

“I was full of Jean-Jacques’ philosophy; I be- 
lieved men were naturally honest and honourable. 
My misfortune was to have encountered a lover 
who w^s not formed in the school of nature and 
natural morality, and whom social prejudice, am- 
bition, self-love, a false point of honour had niade 
selfish and treacherous.” 

The words produced the effect she had calcu- 
lated on. Gamelin’s eyes softened. He asked: 

“Who was your seducer? Is he a man I kgow?” 

“You do not know him.” 

“Tell me his name.” 

She had foreseen the question and was firmly 
resolved not to answer it. 

She gave her reasons: 

“Spare me, I beseech yoif. For your peace of 
mind as for my own, I have already said too much.” 

Then, as he still pressed her: 

“In the sacred name of our love, I refuse to tell 
you anything to give you a definite notion of this 
stranger; I will not give your jealousy a shape to 
feed on; I will not bring a harassing shadow be- 
tween you and me. I have not forgotten the man’s 
name, but I will never let you know it.” 

Gamelin ins^ted on knowing the name of the 
seducer,— that was the word He employed all through. 
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for he felt no doubt Elodie had been seduced, cajoled, 
trifled with. He could not so much as conceive any 
other possibility, — that she had obeyed an overmas- 
tering desire, an irresistible craving, listened to the 
tempter’s voice in the shape of her own flesh and 
blood; he could not And it credible that the fair 
victim, a creature of hot passion and a fond heart, 
had offered herself a willing sacrifice; to satisfy his 
ideal, she must fleets have been overborne by force 
or fraud, constrained by sheer violence, caught in 
snares spread about her steps on every side. He 
questioned her in guarded terms, but with a close, 
searching, embarrassing persistency. He asktd her 
how the liaison began, if it was long or short, tran- 
quil or troubled, under what circumstances it was 
broken off. And his enquiries came back again and 
again to the means the fellow had used to cajole 
her, as if these must surely have been extraordinary 
and uqheard of. But all his cross-examination was 
in vain. She kept* her own counsel with a gentle, 
deprecatory obstinacy, her lips tightly pressed to- 
gether and tears welling in her eyes. 

Presently, however, Evariste having asked where 
the plan was now, she told him: 

“He has left the Kin’gdom — France, I mean,” she 
corrected herself in an instant. 

“An emigre!" ejaculated Gamelin. 

She looked at him, speechless, at once reassured 
and disheartened to see him create in his own mind 
a truth in accordance with his political passions and 
of his own motion give his jealousy a Jacobin com- 
plexion. 

In actual fact Elodie’s* lover was a little lawyer’s 
clerk, a very pretty lad, half Adorns, half gutter- 
snipe, whom she had fidored and die thqught of 
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whom, though three years had gone by since, still 
thrilled her nerves. Rich old women were his par- 
ticular game, and he deserted Elodie for a woman 
of the world of a certain age who could and -did 
recompense his merits. Having, after the abolition 
of offices, attained a post in the Mairie of Paris, he 
was now a sansculotte dragoon and the hanger-on of 
a ci-devant Countess. 

“A noble! an emigre!*' muttered Gamelin, whom 
she took good care not to undeceive, never having 
been desirous he should know the whole truth. 
“And he deserted you like a dastard?” 

Sh6 nodded in answer. Hie clasped her to his 
heart: 

“Dear victim of the vile corruption of monarghies, 
my love shall avenge his villainy ! Heaven grant, I 
may meet the scoundrel! I shall not fail to know 
him!” 

She turned away, at one and the same time sad- 
dened and smiling, — and disappointed. She would 
fain have had him wiser in the lore of love, with 
more of the natural man about him, more perhaps 
even of the brute. She felt he forgave so readily 
only because his imagination was cold and the secret 
she had revealed awoke in him none of the mental 
pictures that torture sensuous* natures, — in a word, 
that he saw her seduction solely under a moral and 
social aspect. 

They had risen, and while they walked up and 
down the shady avenues of the gardens, he informed 
her that he oAly esteemed her the more because she 
had suffered wrong. Elodie entertained no such 
High claims; however, take him as he was, she 
'loved him, :ii}d admired the brilliant artistic genius 
she divined in him. 
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As they left the Luxembourg, they came upon 
crowds thronging the Rue de I’Egalite and the whole 
neighbourhood of the Theatre de ia Nation. There 
was nothing to surprise them in this; for several 
days great excitement had prevailed in the most 
patriotic Sections; denunciations were rife against 
the Orleans faction and the Brissotin plotters, who 
were conspiring, it was said, to bring about the 
ruin of Paris and the massacre of good Republicans. 
Gamelin himself a short time back had signed a 
petition from the Commune demanding the expul- 
sion of the Twenty-one. 

Just before passing under the arcade, joining the 
theatre to the neighbouring house, they had to find 
their way through a group of citizens en carmagnole 
who were listening to a harangue from a young 
soldier moynted on the top of the gallery. He 
looked as beautiful as the Eros of Praxiteles in 
his helmet of panther-skin. This fascinating war- 
rior was charging -the People’s Friend with indo- 
lence: 

“Marat, you are asleep,” he was crying, “and the 
federalists are forging fetters to bind' us.” 

Hardly had Elodie cast eyes on the orator before 
she turned rapidly to j£variste and begged him to 
get her away. The crowd, she declared, frightened 
her and she was afraid of fainting in the crush. 

They parted in the Place de la Nation, swearing 
an oath of eternal fidelity. 

• 

That same morning early the citoyen Brotteaux 
had made the citoyenne Gamelin the magnificent 
present of a capon. It would have been an act of 
indiscretion for him to mention how fie had come* 
by it; as a fact, he had* it of a Dame de la Halle at 
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the Pointe Eustache for whom he sometimes acted 
as amanuensis, and as everybody knows, these 
“Ladies of the Market” cherished Royalist sym- 
pathies and were in correspondence with the emigres. 
The citoyenne Gamelin had received the gift with 
heartfelt gratitude. Such dainties were scarce ever 
seen then; victuals grew dearer every day. The 
people feared a famine; the aristocrats, they said, 
wished it, and the “corner” makers were at work to 
bring it about. 

The citoyen Brotteaux, being invited to eat his 
share of the capon at the midday dinner, appeared 
in dde course and congratulated his hostess on the 
rich aroma of cooking that assailed his nostrils. 
Indeed a noble smell of rich, savoury broth filled 
the painter’s studio. 

“You are very obliging, sir,” replipd the good 
dame. “To prepare the digestion for your capon, I 
have made a vegetable soup with a slice of fat bacon 
and a big beef bone. There’s nothing like a marrow- 
bone, sir, to give soup a flavour.” 

“The maxim does you honour, citoyenne^' re- 
turned the old*-man. And you will be doing wisely 
to put back again to-morrow -and the day after, all 
the week, in fact, to put h^ck again, I say, this 
precious bone in the pot, which it will continue to 
flavour. The wise woman of Panzoust always did 
so; she used to make a soup of green cabbages with 
a rind of rusty bacon and an old savorados. That is 
what in her country, which is also mine, they call 
the medullary bone, the most tasty and most suc- 
culent of all bones.” 

“J'his lady you speak «o4 sir,” remarked the cit- 
oyenne Gamelin, “was she not rather a saving soul, 
to malfie the same bone.sel^re so many times over?” 
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“Oh! she lived in a small way,” explained Brot- 
teaux, “she was poor, albeit a prophetess.” 

At that moment, Evariste Gamelin returned, agi- 
tated by the confession he had heard and deter- 
mined to know who was Elodie’s betrayer, to avenge 
at one and the same time the Republic’s wrong and 
his own on the miscreant. 

After the usual greetings had been exchanged, the 
citoyen Brotteaux resumed the thread of his dis- 
course : 

“It is seldom those who make a trade of foretell- 
ing the future grow rich. Their impostures are too 
soon found out and their trickery renders* them 
odious. But indeed we should be bound to detest 
them much worse if they prophesied truly. A man’s 
life would be intolerable if he knew what is to be- 
fall him. He would be aware of calamities to come 
and suffer their pains in advance, while he would 
get no joy of present blessings whose end he would 
foresee’. Ignorance* is a necessary condition of hu- 
man happiness, and it must be owned that in most 
cases we fulfil it well. We know almost nothing 
about ourselves; absolutely nothing about our 
neighbours. Ignorance constitutes our peace of 
mind; self-deception o^r felicity.” 

The citoyenne Gannelm set the soup on the table, 
said the Benedicite and seated her son and her guest 
at the board. She stood up herself to eat, declining 
the chair the citoyen Brotteaux offered her beside 
him; she said she knew what good manners required 
of a woman. 



VI 


EN o’clock in the forenoon. Not a 
breath of wind. It was the hottest 
July ever known. In the narrow Rue 
de Jerusalem a hundred or so citizens 
of the Section wfere waiting in queue 
at the baker’s door, under the eye of 
four National Guards who stood at 
ease smoking their pipes. 

The National Convention had decreed the maxi- 
mum , — and instantly corn and flour had disap- 
peared. Like the Israelites in the wilderness, the 
Parisians had to rise before daybreak if they wished 
to eat. The crowd was lined up, men,* women and 
children tightly packed together, under a sky of 
molten lead. The heat beat 4pwn on the* rotting 
foulness of the kennels and exaggerated the stench 
of unwashed, sweating humanity. All were push- 
ing, abusing ^heir neighbours, exchanging looks 
fraught with every sort of emotion one human being 
can feel for another, — dislike, disgust, interest, at- 
traction, indiflFerence. Painful experience had taught 
them there was not bread enough for everybody; so 
the late comers were always trying to push forward, 
while those who lost ground complained bitterly 
and indignantly and vainly claimed their rights. 
Women shoved and elbowed savagely to keep their 
place or squeeze into a better. When the press grew 
too intolei;able, cries ros^ of “Stop pushing there 1” 
* while each^and all protested they could not help it 
— ^it was Someone else pushing them. 

* . 58 
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To obviate these daily scenes of disorder, the 
officials appointed by the Section had conceived 
the notion of fastening a rope to the shop-door which 
each applicant held in his proper order; but hands 
at such close quarters would conje in contact on the 
rope and a struggle would result. Whoever lost 
hold could never recover it, while the disap- 
pointed and the mischievously inclined sometimes 
cut the cord. In the end the plan had to be aban- 
doned. 

On this occasion there was the usual suffocation 
and confusion. While some swore they were dying, 
others indulged in jokes or loose remarks; all abused 
the aristocrats and federalists, authors of all the 
misery. When a dog ran by, wags hailed the beast 
as Pitt. More than once a loud slap showed that 
some citoyinne in the line had resented with a vigor- 
ous hand the insolence of a lewd admirer, while, 
pressed close against her neighbour, a young servant 
girl, with eyes half shut and mouth half open, stood 
sighing in a sort of trance. At any word, or gesture, 
or attitude of a sort to provoke the sportive humour 
of the coarse-minded populace, a knot of young 
libertines would strike up the Qa-ira in chorus, re- 
gardless of the protests of an old Jacobin, highly in- 
dignant to see a dirty meaning attached to a refrain 
expressive of the Republican faith in a future of 
justice and happiness. 

His ladder under his arm, a billsticker appeared 
to post up on a blank wall facing th§ baker’s a pro- 
clamation by the Commune apportioning the rations 
of butcher’s-meat. Passers-by halted to read the 
notice, still sticky with paste. A cabbage vendor 
going by, basket on h^ck, began callihg out in her 
loud cracked voice: 
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“They’m all gone, the putty oxen! best rake up 
the guts!” 

Suddenly such an appalling stench of putrefac- 
tion rose from a sewer near by that several people* 
were turned sick; a woman was taken ill and handed 
over in a fainting condition to a couple of National 
Guards, who carried her off to a pump a few yards 
away. All held their noses, and fell to growling and 
grumbling, exchanging conjectures each more ghastly 
and alarming than the last. What was it? a dead 
animal buried thereabouts, a dead fish, perhaps, put 
in for mischief’s sake, or more likely a victim of the 
September massacres, some noble or priest, left to 
rot in a cellar. 

“They buried them in cellars, eh?” 

“They got rid of ’em anywhere and anyhow.” 

“It will be one of the Chatelet prisoners. On the 
2nd I saw three hundred in a heap on the Port au 
Change.” 

The Parisians dreaded the Vengeance of these 
aristocrats who were like to poison them with their 
dead bodies. 

fivariste Garrfelin joined the line; he was resolved 
to spare his old mother the fatigues of the long’wait. 
His neighbour, the ci/oy^« <Brotteaux, went with 
him, calm and smiling, his Lucretius in the baggy 
pocket of his plum-coloured coat. 

The good old fellow enjoyed the scene, calling it 
a bit' of low life worthy the brush of a modem 
Teniers. ^ • 

“These street-porters and goodwives,” he de- 
clared, “are more amusing than the Greeks and 
•Romans our painters are%o fond of nowadays. For 
my part, I have always admirbd the Flemish style.” 

One 'fact he was too senMble and tactful to men- 
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tion — ^that he had himself owned a gallery of Dutch 
masters rivalled only by Monsieur de Choiseul’s in 
the number and excellence of the examples. 

* • “Nothing is beautiful save the Antique,” returned 
the painter, “and what is inspired by it. Still, I 
grant you these low-life scenes by Teniers, Jan Steen 
or Ostade are better stuff than the frills and fur- 
belows of Watteau, Boucher, or Van Loo; humanity 
is shown in an ugly light, but it is not degraded as 
it is by a Baudouin or a Fragonard.” 

A hawker went by bawling: 

‘‘Bulletin of the Revolutionary Tribunal! . . . list 
of the condemned!” 

“One Revolutionary Tribunal is not enough,” 
said Gamelin, “there should be one in every town 
... in every town, do I say? — nay, in every village, 
in every hamlet. Fathers of families, citizens, one 
and all, should constitute themselves judges. At a 
time vdien the enemy’s cannon is at her gates and 
the assassin’s dagger at her throat, the Nation must 
hold mercy to be parricide. What! Lyons, Mar- 
seilles, Bordeaux in insurrection, Corsica in revolt, 
La Vendee on fire, Mayence-and V^enciennes in the 
hand% of the Coalition, treason in the country, town 
and camp, treason sitting on the very benches of 
the National Converition, treason assisting, map in 
hand, at the council board of our Commanders in 
the field! . . . The fatherland is in danger — and 
the guillotine must save her!” 

“I have no objettion on principle to make to the 
guillotine,” replied Brotteaux. “Nature, my only 
mistress and my only instructress, certainly offers 
me no suggestion to the dffect that a man’s life is of 
any value; on the cdnttary, she teaches in all kinds 
of^ways that it is of n(me. The sole end and object 
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of living beings seems to be to serve as food for other 
beings destined to the same end. Murder is of 
natural right; therefore, the penalty of death is 
lawful, on condition it is exercised from no motives 
either of virtue or of justice, but by necessity or to 
gain some profit thereby. However, I must have 
perverse instincts, for I sicken to see blood flow, 
and this defect of character all my philosophy has 
failed so far to correct.” 

“Republicans,” answered Evariste, “are humane 
and full of feeling. It is only despots hold the death 
penalty to be a necessary attribute of authority. 
The sovereign people will do away with it one day. 
Robespierre fought against it, and all good patriots 
were with him; the law abolishing it cannot be too 
soon promulgated. But it will not have to be ap- 
plied^till the last foe of the Republic has perished 
beneath the sword of law and order. 

Gamelin and Brotteaux had by this time a num- 
ber of late comers behind them knd amongst these 
several women of the Section, including a stalwart, 
handsome tricoteuse, in head-kerchief and sabots, 
wearing a sword in a shoulder belt, a pretty girl 
with a mop of golden hair and a very tumbled neck- 
erchief, and a young motherypale and thin, giving 
the breast to a sickly infant. 

The child, which could get no milk, was scream- 
ing, but its voice was weak and stifled by its sobs. 
Pitifully small, with a pallid, unhealthy skin and 
inflamed eyes, ^the mother gazed at it with mingled 
anxiety and gnef. 

“He is very young,” observed Gamelin, turning 
to look at the unhappy iiffant groaning just at his 
back, half stifled amid the crpj^d of new arrivals. 

“He is six months, poor mvel , . . His father is 
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with the army; he is one of the men who drove back 
the Austrians at Conde. His name is Dumonteil 
(Michel), a draper’s assistant by trade. He enlisted 
at a booth they had established in fropt of the Hotel 
de Ville. Poor lad, he was all for defending his coun- 
try and seeing the world. . . . He writes telling me 
to be patient. But pray, how am I to feed Paul 
(he’s called Paul, you know) when I can’t feed 
myself?” 

“Oh, dear!” exclaimed the pretty girl with the 
flaxen hair, “we’ve got another hour before us yet, 
and to-night we shall have to repeat the same cere- 
mony over again at the grocer’s. You risk your life 
to get three eggs and a quarter of a pound of butter.” 

“Butter!” sighed the citoyenne Dumonteil, “why, 
it’s three months since I’ve seen a scrap!” 

And a chorus of female voices rose, bewailing the 
scarcity and dearness of provisions, cursing the 
emigres and devoting to the guillotine the Commis- 
saries of Sections who wfere ready to give good-for- 
nothing minxes, in return for unmentionable serv- 
ices, fat hens and four-pound loaves. Alarming 
stories passed round of cattle drowned in the Seine, 
sacks of flour emptied in the sewers, loaves of bread 
thrown into the latrinq?. ... It was all those Roy- 
alists, and Rolandisrts, and Brissotins, who were 
starving the people, bent on exterminating every 
living thing in Paris ! 

All of a sudden the pretty, fair-haired girl with 
the rumpled neckerchief broke into shrieks as if her 
petticoats were afire. She was shaking these vio- 
lently and turning out her pockets, vociferating that 
somebody had stolen her«purse. , 

At news of the pe^y theft, a flood of indignation 
swept over this cro'w^^f poor folks, the same who 
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had sacked the mansions of the Fauoourg Saint- 
Germain and invaded the Tuileries without appro- 
priating the smallest thing, artisans and housewives, 
who would have burned down the Palace of Ver- 
sailles with a light heart, but would have thought 
it a dire disgrace if they had stolen the value of a 
pin. The young rakes greeted the pretty girl’s loss 
with some ribald jokes, that were immediately 
drowned under a burst of public indignation. There 
was some talk of instant execution — hanging the 
thief to the nearest lamp-post, and an investigation 
was begun, where everyone spoke at once and no- 
body would listen to a word of reason. The tall 
tricoteuse, pointing her finger at an old man, strongly 
suspected of being an unfrocked monk, swore it was 
the “Capuchin” yonder who was the cut-purse. 
The crowd believed her without further evidence 
and raised a shout of “Death! death!” 

The old man so unexpectedly exposed to tlje pub- 
lic vengeance was standing very’fjuietly and soberly 
just in front of the citoyen Brotteaux. He had all the 
look, there was no denying it, of a ci-devant cleric. His 
aspect was venetable, though the face was changed 
and drawn by the terrors the poor man had suffered 
from the violence of the crowd and the recollection 
of the September days that \fere still vivid in his 
iniagination. The fear depicted on his features 
stirred the suspicion of the populace, which is al- 
ways- ready to. believe that only the guilty dread its 
judgments, as^ if the haste and recklessness with 
which it pronounces them were not enough to terrify 
even the most innocent, 

• Brotteaux had made rt & standing rule never to go 
against the" popular feeling the moment, above 
all when it was manifestly ulogical and cruel, “be- 
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cause in that case,” he would say, “the voice of the 
peojile was the voice of God.” But Brotteaux proved 
himself untrue to his principles; he asseverated that 
the old man, whether he was a Capuchin or not, 
could not have robbed the citoyennef having never 
gone near her for one moment. 

The crowd drew its own conclusion, — the individ- 
ual who spoke up for the thief was of course his 
accomplice, and stern measures were proposed to 
deal with the two malefactors, and when Gamelin 
offered to guarantee Brotteaux’ honesty, the wisest 
heads suggested sending him along with the two 
others to the Sectional headquarters. 

But the pretty girl gave a cry of delight; she had 
found her purse again. The statement was received 
with a storm of hisses, and sh^ was threatened with 
a public whipping, — like a Nun. 

“Sir,” said the ex-monk, addressing Brotteaux, 
“I thank you for hpving spoken in my defence. My 
name is of no concern, but I had better tell you what 
it is; I am called Louis de Longuemare. I am in 
truth a Regular; but not a Capuchin, as those women 
would have it. There is the widest difference; I 
am a monk of the Order of the Bamabites, which 
has given Doctors and Saints without number to the 
Church. It is only a half-truth to refer its origin 
to St. Charles Borromeo; we must account as the 
true founder the Apostle St. Paul, whose cipher it 
bears on its arms. I have been compelled to quit 
my cloister, now* headquarters of fhe Section du 
Pont-Neuf, and adopt a secular habit. 

“Nay, Father,” said Brotteaux, scrutinizing Mon- 
sieur de Longuemare’s frock, your dress is token 
enough that you hl^ not forsworn ‘your profes- 
sion; to look at it, one might think yod^had re- 

e • 
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formed yjiur Order rather than forsaken it. It is 
your good heart makes you expose' yourself in these 
austere habiliments to the insults of a godless 
populace.” 

“Yet I cannot very well,” replied the ex-monk, 
“wear a blue coat, like a roisterer at a dance!” 

“What I mention. Father, about your dress is by 
way of paying homage to your character and put- 
ting you on your guard against tl^: risks you run.” 

“On the contrary, sir, it would be much better to 
inspirit me to confess my faith. For indeed, I am 
only too prone to fear danger. I have abandoned 
my habit, sir, which is a sort of apostasy; I would 
fain not have deserted, had it been possible, the 
House where God granted me for so many years 
the grace of a peaceable and retired life. I got leave 
to stay there, and I still continued to occupy my 
cell, while they turned the church and cloister into 
a sort of petty hotel de ville they called th^ Sec- 
tion. I saw, sir, I saw them hack'away the emblems 
of the Holy Verity; I saw the name of the Apostle 
Paul replaced by a convicted felon’s cap. Some- 
times I was act'jp.lly present at the confabulations 
of the Section, where I heard amazing errors ^pro- 
pounded. At last I quitted this place of profanation 
and went to live on the pension t>f a hundred pistoles 
allowed me by the Assembly in a stable that stood 
empty, the horses having been requisitioned for the 
service of the armies. There I sing Mass for a few 
of the faithful, who come to the office to bear wit- 
ness to the eteftiity of the Church of Jesus Christ.” 

“For my part. Father,” replied the other, “if 
Xpu care to know my name, I am called Brotteaux, 
and 1 was a 4 >ublican in forn^days.” 

"Sir,”* returned the Pere^onguemare, “I was 
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aware by St. Matthew’s example that one may look 
for good counsel from a publican.” 

“Father, you are too obliging.” 

"Citoyen Brotteaux,” remarked Gamelin, “pray 
admire the virtues of the people, more hungry for 
justice than for bread; consider how everyone here 
is ready to lose his place to chastise the thief. These 
men and women, victims of such poverty and priva- 
tion, 'are of so sterrv a probity they cannot tolerate a 
dishonest act.” 

“It must indeed be owned,” replied Brotteaux, 
“that in their hearty desire to hang the pilferer, 
these folks were like to do a mischief to this good 
cleric, to his champion and to his champion’s cham- 
pion. Their avarice itself and their selfish eager- 
ness to safeguard their own welfare were motives 
enough; the thief in attacking one of them threat- 
ened all; self-preservation urged them to punish 

him At the same time, it is like enough the 

most part of these Workmen and goodwives are hon- 
est and keep their hands off other folk’s goods. From 
the cradle these sentiments have been instilled in 
them by their father and mother, w^o have whipped 
them* well and soundly and inculcated the virtues 
through their backside.” 

Gamelin did not conceal the fact from his old 
neighbour that he deemed such language unworthy 
of a philosopher. 

“Virtue,” said he, “is natural to mankind; God 
has planted the seed of it in the heart of mortals.” 

Old Brotteaux was a sceptic an(f found in his 
atheism an abundant source of self-satisfaction. 

“I see this much, citoyen Gamelin, that, while a 
Revolutionary for wfi^t is of this world, you are, 
where Heaven is concerned, of a conservative, or 
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even a reactionary temper. Robespierre and Marat 
are the same to you. For me, I find it strange that 
Frenchmen, who will not put up with a mortal king 
any longer, insist on retaining an immortal tyrant, 
far more despotic and ferocious. For what is the 
Bastille, or even the Chambre Ardente ‘ beside Hell- 
fire ? Humanity models its gods on its tyrants, and 
you, who reject the original, preserve the copy!” 

“Oh! citoyen!” protested Gatpelin, “are you not 
ashamed to hold such language? how can you con- 
found the dark divinities born of ignorance and fear 
with the Author of Nature? Belief in a benevolent 
God is necessary for morality. The Supreme Being 
is the source of all the virtues and a man cannot be 
a Republican if he does not believe in God. Robes- 
pierre knew this, who, as we all remember, had the 
bust of the philosopher Helvetius removed from the 
Hall of the Jacobins, because he had taught French- 
men the lessons of slavery by preaching atheism. 
. . . I hope, at least, citoyen Brotteaux, that, as 
soon as the Republic has established the worship of 
Reason, you will not refuse your adhesion to so wise 
a religion!” v 

“I love reason, but I am no fanatic in my love,” 
was Brotteaux’s answer. “Reason is our guide and 
beacon-light; but when you Kave made a divinity 
of it, it will blind you and instigate you to crime,” 
— -and he proceeded to develop his thesis, standing 
both feet in the kennel, as he had once been used 
to perorate, seated in one of Baron d’Holbach’s gilt 
armchairs, which, as he was fond of saying, formed 
the basis of natural philosophy. 

* ^ Chambre Ardenle , — under the ancien regime, a tribunal charged 
with the invest^ation of heinous crtnrt and having power to burn 
those founfi* guilty. 
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"Jean Jacques Rousseau,” he proceeded, “who 
was not without talents, particularly in music, was 
a scampish fellow who professed to derive his mo- 
rality from Nature while all the time he got it from 
the dogmas of Calvin. Nature teaches us to devour 
each other and gives us the example of all the crimes 
and all the vices which the social state corrects or 
conceals. We should love virtue; but it is well to 
know that this is .simply and solely a convenient 
expedient invented by men in order to live com- 
fortably together. What we call morality is merely 
a desperate enterprise, a forlorn hope, on the part 
of our fellow creatures to reverse the order of the 
universe, which is strife and murder, the blind in- 
terplay of hostile forces. She destroys herself, and 
the more I think of things, the more convinced I am 
that the universe is mad. Theologians and philoso- 
phers, who make God the author of Nature and the 
architect of the universe, show Him to us as illogical 
and ill-conditioned.*’ They declare Him benevolent, 
because they are afraid of Him, but they are forced 
to admit that His acts are atrocious. They attribute 
a malignity to him seldom to be found even in man- 
kind. • And that is how they get human beings to 
adore Him. For our* miserable race would never 
lavish worship on jus*t and benevolent deities from 
which they would have nothing to fear; they would 
feel only a barren gratitude for their benefits. With- 
out purgatory and hell, your good God would be a 
mighty poor creature.” 

“Sir,” said the Pere Longuemare,‘'"do not talk 
of Nature; you do not know what Nature is.” 

"Egad, I know it as well as you do. Father.” 

“You cannot know^jt, because you have not re- 
ligion, and religion alone teaches us whaO> Nature 
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is, wherein it is good, and how it has been made evil. 
However, you must not expect me to answer you; 
God has vouchsafed me, to refute your errors, 
neither eloquence nor force of intellect. I should 
only be afraid, by my inadequate replies, of giving 
you occasion to blaspheme and further reasons for 
hardening your heart. I feel a strong desire to help 
you; yet the sole fruit of my importunate efforts 
would be to . . .” , 

The discussion was cut short by a tremendous 
shout coming from the head of the column to warn 
the whole regiment of famished citizens that the 
baker was opening his doors. The line began to 
push forward, but very, very slowly. A National 
Guard on duty admitted the purchasers one by one. 
The baker, his wife and boy presided over the sale, 
assisted by two Civil Commissaries. These, wear- 
ing a tricoloured riband round the left arm, saw that 
the customers belonged to the Section apd were 
given their proper share in prdjportion to the num- 
ber of mouths to be filled. 

The citoyen Brotteaux made the quest of pleasure 
the one and oniy aim of life, holding that the reason 
and the Senses, the sole judges when gods there were 
none, were unable to conceive any other. Accord- 
ingly, finding the painter’s remarks somewhat over- 
full of fanaticism, and the Monk’s of simplicity, to 
please his taste, this wise man, bent on squaring his 
behaviour with his views and relieving the tedium 
of waiting, drew from the bulging pocket of his plum- 
coloured coa^ his Lucretius, now as always his chief- 
est solace and faithful comforter. The binding of 
red morocco was chafed by hard wear, and the cito^ 
yen Brotteaux had judicio^ly erased the coat of 
arms <hat once embellished it, — three islets or, 
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which his father the financier had bought for good 
money down. He opened the book at the passage 
where the poet philosopher, who is for curing men 
of the futile and mischievous passion of love, sur- 
prises a woman in the arms of her serving-women 
in a state bound to offend all a lover’s suscepti- 
bilities. The citoyen Brotteaux read the lines, 
though not without casting a surreptitious glance 
at the golden pate^of the pretty girl in front of him 
and enjoying a sniff of the heady perfume of the 
little slut’s hot skin. The poet Lucretius was a 
wise man, but he had only one string to his bow; 
his disciple Brotteaux had several. 

So he read on, taking two steps forward every 
quarter of an hour. His ear, soothed by the grave 
and cadenced numbers of the Latin Muse, was deaf 
to the women’s scolding about the monstrous prices 
of bread and sugar and coffee, candles and soap. 
In this^ calm and unruffled mood he reached the 
threshold of the bakehouse. Behind him, Evariste 
Gamelin could see over his head the gilt comsheaf 
surmounting the iron grating that filled the fan- 
light over the door. ^ 

When his turn came to enter the shop, he found 
the hampers and lockers already emptied; the baker 
handed him the only scrap of bread left, which did 
not weigh two pounds. Evariste paid his money, 
and the gate was slammed on his heels, for fear of 
a'riot and the people carrying the place by storm. 

But there was no need to fear; these poor folks, 
trained to obedience alike by their oM-time oppres- 
sors and by their liberators of to-day, slunk off 
with drooping heads and dragging feet. 

As he reached the corner of the strqet, Gamelin 
caught sight of the citoyenne Dumonteil, i^ated on 
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a stone post, her nursling in her arms. She sat there 
quite still; her face was colourless and her tearless 
eyes seemed to see nothing. The infant was suck- 
ing her finger voraciously. Gamelin stood a while 
in front of her, abashed and uncertain what to do. 
She did not appear to see him. 

He stammered something, then pulled out his 
pocket-knife, a clasp-knife with a horn handle, cut 
his loaf in two and laid half on the young mother’s 
knee. She looked up at him in wonder; but he had 
already turned the corner of the street. 

On reaching home, fivariste found his mother 
sitting at the window darning stockings. With a 
light laugh he put his half of the bread in her hand. 

“You must forgive me, mother dear; I was tired 
out with standing about and exhausted by the heat, 
and out in the street there as I trudged home, 
nnouthful by mouthful I have gobbled up half of 
our allowance. There’s barely your share left,” — 
and as he spoke, he made a pretence of shalring the 
crumbs olF his jacket. 



VII 


MPLOYING a very old-fashioned lo- 
cution, the citoyenne Gamelin had 
declared: “that by dint of eating 
chestnuts they would be turning into 
chestnuts.” As a matter of fact, on 
that day, the 13th July, she and her 
son had made their midday dinner 
on a basin of chestnut porridge. As they were fin- 
ishing this austere repast, a lady pushed open the 
door and the room was flooded in an instant with 
the splendour of her presence and the fragrance of 
her perfumes. Evariste recognised the citoyenne 
Rochemaure. Thinking she had mistaken the door 
and meant her visij: for the citoyen Brotte^ux, her 
friend of other days, he was already preparing to 
point her out the ci-devant aristocrat’s garret or 
perhaps summon Brotteaux and so spare an elegant 
woman the task of scrambling up a*^ill-ladder; but 
she made it clear at once that the citoyen Evariste 
Gamelin and no othec Vas the person she had come 
to see by announcing that she was happy to find 
him at home and was his servant to command. 

They wefe not entirely strangers to each other, 
having met more than once in David’s studio, in a 
box at the Assemblj^Hall, at the Jacobjns, at Venua’s 
restaurant. On these occasions she had been struck 
by his good looks and youth and interesting air. 

Wearing a hat beribboned like a fairing and* 
plumed like the head-piece of a Representative on 
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mission, the citoyenne Rochemaure was wigged, 
painted, patched and sct'nted. But her complexion 
was young and fresh behind all these disguises; 
these extravagant artificialities of fashion only be- 
tokened a frantic haste to enjoy life and the fever- 
ishness of these dreadful days when the morrow was 
so uncertain. Her corsage, with wide facings and 
enormous basques and ail ablaze with huge steel 
buttons, was blood-red, and it was hard to tell, so 
aristocratic and so revolutionary at one and the 
same time was her array, whether it was the colours 
of the victims or of the headsman that she sported. 
A young officer, a dragoon, accompanied her. 

Dandling her long cane by its handle of mother- 
o’-pearl, a tall, fine woman, of generous proportions 
and ample bosom, she made the circuit of the studio, 
and putting up to her grey eyes her double quizzing- 
glasses of gold, examined the painter’s canvases 
with many smiles and exclamations of delight, ad- 
miring the handsome artist and flattering him in 
hopes of a return in kind. 

“What,” asked the citoyenne^ “is that picture — 
it is so nobly ^pneeived, so touching — of a gentle, 
beautiful woman standing by a young man lying 
sick?” ^ 

Gamelin told her it was meant to represent Orestes 
tended by his sister Electro, and that, had he been 
able to finish it, it might perhaps have been the 
least tinsatisfactoiy of his works. 

“The subject,” he went on tq say, “is taken from 
the Orestes of Euripides. I had read, in a transla- 
tion of this tragedy made years ago, a scene that 
^ filled me with admiration, — the one where the young 
' Electra, raising her brother on his bed of pain, wipes 
away the Troth that gathers on his lips, puts aside 
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the locks that blind his eyes and beseeches the 
brother she loves to hearken to what she will tell 
him while the Furies are at peace for the moment. 
... As I read and re-read this translation, I seemed 
to be aware of a kind of fog that shrouded the forms 
of Greek perfection, a fog I could not drive away. 
I pictured the original text to myself as more ner- 
vous and pitched in a different accent. Feeling a 
keen desire to get a^ precise idea of the thing, I went 
to Monsieur Gail, who was the Professor of Greek 
at the Collfege de France (this was in ’ 91 ), and 
begged him to expound the scene to me word by 
word. He did what I asked, and I then saw that 
the Ancients are much more simple and homely than 
people think. Thus, for instance, Electra says to 
Orestes: ‘Dear brother, what joy it gave me to see 
thee sleep! Shall I help thee to rise?’ And Orestes 
answers: ‘Yes, help me, take me in thy arms, and 
wipe avay the spume that still clings about my 
mouth and eyes. Put thy bosom against mine and 
part from my brow my tangled hair, for it blinds 
my eyes. . . .’ My mind still full of this poetry, so 
young and vivid, ringing with thace simple, strong 
phrases, I sketched the picture you see there, 
citoyenne.” • 

The painter, who, ds a rule, spoke so sparingly of 
his works, waxed eloquent on the subject of this 
one. At an encouraging gesture from the citoyenne 
Rochemaure, who lifted her quizzing-glasses in 
token of attention, .he continued: 

“Hennequin has depicted the madhess of Orestes 
in masterly fashion. But Orestes appeals to us still 
more poignantly in his sorrow than when he is dis; 
traught. What a fate was his I It wasjilial piety, 
obedience to a sacred obligation, drove hiift to com- 
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mit his dreadful deed, — a sin the gods cannot but 
pardon, but which men will never condone. To 
avenge outraged justice, he has repudiated Nature, 
has made himself a monster, has torn out his own 
heart. But his spirit remains unbroken under the 
weight of his horrible, yet innocent crime. . . . That 
is what I would fain have exhibited in my group of 
brother and sister.” He stepped up to the can- 
vas and looked at it not without satisfaction. 

“Parts of the picture,” he said, “are pretty nearly 
finished; the head and arm of Orestes, for instance.” 

“It is an admirable composition. . . . And 
Orestes reminds me of you, citoyen Gamelin.” 

“You think he is like me?” exclaimed the painter, 
with a grave smile. 

She took the chair Gamelin offered her. The 
young dragoon stood beside her, his hand on the 
back of the chair on which she sat. Which showed 
plainly that the Revolution was an accopiplished 
fact, for under the ancien regime, no man would 
ever, in company, have touched so much as with 
the tip of a finger, the seat occupied by a lady. In 
those days a gentleman was trained and broken in 
to the laws of politeness, sometimes pretty hard 
laws, and taught to understand that a scrupulous 
self-restraint in public places* gives a peculiar zest 
to the sweet familiarity of the boudoir, and that to 
lose your respectful awe of a woman, you must first 
have that feeling. 

Louise Masche de Rochemaure, daughter of a 
Lieutenant of the King’s Hunt, widow of a Pro- 
cureur and, for twen^r years, the faithful mistress 
,of the financier Brotteaux des Ilettes, had fallen in 
with the, pew ideas. She was to be seen, in July, 
1790, digging the soil of the Champ de Mars. Her 
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strong inclination to side with the powers that be 
had carried her readily enough along a political path 
that started with the Feuillants and led by way of 
the Girondins to end on the summit of the Mountain^ 
while at the same time a spirit of compromise, a 
passion for conversion and a certain aptitude for 
intrigue still attached her to the aristocratic and 
anti-revolutionary party. She was to be met every- 
where, — at coffee bouses and theatres, fashionable 
restaurants, gaming-saloons, drawing-rooms, news- 
paper offices and ante-chambers of Committees. 
The Revolution yielded her a hundred satisfactions, 
— novelty and amusement, smiles and pleasures, 
business ventures and profitable speculations. Com- 
bining political with amorous intrigue, playing the 
harp, drawing landscapes, singing ballads, dancing 
Greek dances, giving supper parties, entertaining 
pretty women, such as the Comtesse de Beaufort 
and the actress Mademoiselle Descoings, presiding 
all night long over ‘a trente-et-un or biribi table and 
an adept at rouge et noir, she still found time to be 
charitable to her friends. Inquisitive and inter- 
fering, giddy-pated and friyolousj she understood 
men but knew nothing of the masses; as indiffer- 
ent to the creed she professed as to the opinions she 
felt bound to repudiate, understanding nothing 
whatever of all that was happening in the country, 
she was enterprising, intrepid, and full of audacity 
from sheer ignorance of danger and an unbounded 
confidence in the efficacy of her charms. 

The soldier who escorted her was irt the heyday of 
youth. A brazen helmet decorated with a panther 
skin and the crest set off with a crimson cock’s- 
comb shaded his fresh young face and j^splayed a 
long and terrific mane that swept his baclt.* His red 
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jacket was cut short and square, barely reaching to 
the waist, the better to show ofF his elegant figure. 
In his girdle he carried an enormous sabre, the hilt 
of which was a glittering eagle’s beak. A pair of 
flapped breeches of sky blue moulded the fine 
muscles of his legs and was braided in rich arabesques 
of a darker blue on the thighs. He might have been 
a dancer dressed for some warlike and dashing role, 
in Achilles at Scyros or Alexander’s fFedding-feast, 
in a costume designed by a pupil of David with the 
one idea of accentuating every line of the shape. 

Gamelin had a vague recollection of having seen 
him before. He was, in fact, the same young soldier 
he had come upon a fortnight previously haranguing 
the people from the arcades of the Theatre de la 
Nation. 

The citoyenne Rochemaure introduced him by 
name; 

“The citoyen Henry, Member of the Revolution- 
ary Committee of the Section of the Rights of 
Man.” 

She had him always at her heels, — a mirror of 
gallantry and a* living and walking guarantee of 
patriotism. 

The citoyenne complimented Gamelin on his tal- 
ents and asked him if he would be willing to design 
a card for a protegee of hers, a fashionable milliner. 
He would, of course, choose an appropriate motif , — 
a woman trying on a scarf before a cheval glass, for 
instance, or a young workwoman .carrying a band- 
box on her arih. 

She had heard several artists mentioned as com- 
petent to execute a little matter of the sort, — 
FragonarjlL^/j, young Ducis, as well as a certain 
Prudhonime; but she would rather apply to the 
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citoyen fivariste Gamelin. However, she made no 
definite proposal on this head and it was evident 
she had mentioned the commission merely by way 
of starting the conversation. In truth she had come 
for something quite different. She wanted the 
citoyen Gamelin to do her a favour; knowing he 
was a friend of the citoyen Marat, she had come to 
ask him to introduce her to the Friend of the Peo- 
ple, with whom she desired an interview. 

Gamelin replied 'that he was too insignificant an 
individual to present her to Marat, besides which, 
she had no need of anyone to be her sponsor; Marat, 
albeit overwhelmed with business, was not the in- 
accessible person he was said to be, — and, added 
Gamelin : 

“He will receive you, citoyenne, if you are in dis- 
tress; his great heart makes him compassionate to 
all who suffer. He will likewise receive you if you 
have any revelation to make concerning the public 
weal; fie has vowed his days to the unmasking of 
traitors.” 

The citoyenne Rochemaure answered that she 
would be happy to greet in Marat;. an illustrious citi- 
zen, who had rendered great services to his coun- 
try, who was capable pf rendering greater still, and 
that she was anxious'to bring the legislator in ques- 
tion into relation with friends of hers of good repute 
and good will, philanthropists favoured by fortune 
and competent to provide him with new means of 
satisfying his ardent affection for humanity. 

“It is very desirable,” she concluded, “to make 
the rich co-operate in securing public prosperity.” 

In actual fact, the citoyenne had promised the 
banker Morhardt to arrange a dinner w^ere he and 
Marat should meet. ~ ' 
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Morhardt, a Swiss like the Friend of the People, 
had entered into a combination with several depu- 
ties of the Convention, Julien (of Toulouse), De- 
launay (of Angers) and the ex-Capuchin Chabot, to 
speculate in the shares of the Compagnie des Indes. 
The game was very simple, — to bring down the 
price of these shares to 650 livres by proposing mo- 
tions pointing in the direction of confiscation, in 
order to buy up the greatest possible number at this 
figure and then push them up’ to 4,000 or 5,000 
livres by dint of proposals of a reassuring nature. 
But for Chabot, Julien, Delaunay, their little ways 
were too notorious, while suspicions were rife of 
Lacroix, Fabre d’Eglantine, and even Danton. The 
arch-speculator, the Baron de Batz, was looking for 
new confederates in the Convention and had ad- 
vised Morhardt to sound Marat. 

This idea of the anti-revolutionary speculators 
was not so extravagant as might have been supposed 
at the first blush. It was always the way of these 
gentry to form alliance with those in power at the 
moment, and by virtue of his popularity, his pen, 
his character, I^rat was a power to be reckoned 
with. The Girondists were near shipwreck; the 
Dantonists, battered by the hurricane, had lost their 
hold on the helm. Robespierre, the idol of the 
people, was a man jealous of his scrupulous honesty, 
fi;ll of suspicion, impossible to approach. The great 
diing was to get round Marat, to secure his good 
will against the day when he sjiould be dictator — 
and everything pointed to this consummation, — 
his popularity, his ambition, his eagerness to rec- 
"pmmend heroic measures. And it might be, after 
all, Mari^ would re-establish order, the finances, 
the prosflerity of the country. More than once he 
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had risen in revolt against the zealots who were for 
outbidding him in fanaticism; for some time past 
he had been denouncing the demagogues as vehe- 
mently as the moderates. After inciting the people 
to sack the “cornerers”’ shops and hang them over 
their own counters, he was now exhorting the citi- 
zens to be calm and prudent. He was growing into 
an administrator. 

In spite of certain rumours disseminated against 
him as against all the other chiefs of the Revolution, 
these pirates of the money-market did not believe 
he could be corrupted, but they did know him to be 
vain and credulous, and they hoped to win him over 
by flattery and still more by a condescending friend- 
liness which they looked upon as the most seductive 
form of flattery from men like themselves. They 
counted, thanks to him, on blowing hot and cold on 
all the securities they might wish to buy and sell, 
and making Rim serve their interests while supposing 
himself to be acting solely for the public good. 

Great as a go-between, albeit she was still of an 
age for amours on her own account, the citoyenne 
Rochemaure had made it Ijer mission to bring to- 
gether the legislator-journalist and the banker, and 
in her extravagant imagination she already saw the 
man of the underworld, the man whose hands were 
yet red with the blood of the September massacres, 
a partner in the game of the financiers whose agent 
she was; she pictured him drawn by his very warmth 
of feeling and unsophisticated candour into the 
whirlpool of speculation, a recruit* to the coterie 
she loved of “corner” makers, contractors, foreign 
emissaries, gamblers, and women of gallantry. , 

She insisted on the citoyen Gamelin taking her to 
see the Friend of the People, who lived ^uite near, 
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in the Rue des Cordeliers, near the church. After 
some little show of reluctance, the painter acceded 
to the citoyenne*s wishes. 

The dragoon Henry was invited to join them in 
the visit, but declined, declaring he meant to keep 
his liberty of action, even towards the citoyen Marat, 
who, he felt no doubt, had rendered services to the 
Republic, but was weakening nowadays; had he 
not, in his news sheet, counselled, resignation as the 
proper thing for the people of Paris ? 

And the young man, in a sweet voice, broken by 
long-drawn sighs, deplored the fate of the Repub- 
lic, betrayed by the men in whom she had put her 
trust, — Danton rejecting the notion of a tax on the 
rich, Robespierre opposing the permanence of the 
Sections, Marat, whose pusillanimous counsels were 
paralyzing the enthusiasm of the citizens. 

“Ah!” he cried, “how feeble such men appear 
beside Leclerc and Jacques Roux! . n *. Roqx! Le- 
clerc! ye are the true friends of the people!” 

Gamelin did not hear these remarks, which would 
have angered him; he had gone into the next room 
to don his blue coat. ^ 

“You may well be proud of your son,” observed 
the citoyenne Rochemaure, addressing the citoyenne 
Gamelin. “He is a great man; talent and charac- 
ter both make him so.” 

In answer, the widow Gameljn gave a good account 
of her son, yet without making much boast of him 
before a lady of high station, for she had been taught 
in her childhodd that the first duty of the lowly is 
humility towards the great. She was of a com- 
plaining bent, having indeed only too good cause 
and finding in such jeremiads a salve for her griefs. 
She was ^rrulous in her revelations of all the hard- 
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ships she had to bear to any whom she supposed 
in a position to relieve them, and Madame de Roche- 
maure seemed to belong to that class. She made 
the most, therefore, of this favourable opportunity 
and told a long and breathless story of their dis- 
tresses, — how mother and son were both dying of 
slow starvation. Pictures could not be sold any 
more; the Revolution had killed business dead. 
Victuals were scarce^ and too dear for words 

The good dame poured out her lamentations with 
all the loose-lipped volubility her halting tongue 
was capable of, so as to get them all finished by the 
time her son, whose pride would not brook such 
whining, should reappear. She was bent on attaining 
her object in the shortest possible time, — that of 
touching a lady whom she deemed rich and influ- 
ential, and enlisting her sympathy in her boy’s 
future. She felt sure that Evariste’s good looks 
were ar\ asset on her side to move the heart of a 
well-born lady. And so they were; the citoyenne 
Rochemaure proved tender-hearted and was melted 
to think of Evariste’s and his mother’s sufferings. 
She made plans to alleviate them; .she had rich men 
amongst her friends and would get them to buy the 
artist’s pictures. 

“The truth is,” she added, with a smile, “there 
is still money in France, but it keeps in hiding.” 

Better still, now Art was ruined, she would ob- 
tain Evariste a post in Morhardt’s bank or with the 
Brothers Perregaux, or a place as clerk in the office 
of an army contractor. • 

Then she reflected that this was not what a man 
of his character needed; and, after a moment’s 
thought, she nodded in sign that she had hit the 
nail on the head: 
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“There are still several jurymen left to be ap- 
pointed on the Revolutionary Tribunal. Juryman, 
magistrate, that is the thing to suit your son. 1 
have friendly relations with the Committee of Pub- 
lic Safety. I know Robespierre the elder person- 
ally; his brother frequently sups at my house. I 
will speak to them. I will get a word said to Mon- 
tane, Dumas, Fouquier.” 

The citoyenne Gamelin, bursting with excitement 
and gratitude, put a finger to her lip; Evariste was 
coming back into the studio. 

He escorted the citoyenne Rochemaure down the 
gloomy staircase, the steps of which, whether of 
wood or tiled, were coated with an ancient layer of 
dirt. 

On the Pont-Neuf, where the sun, now near its 
setting, threw a lengthened shadow from the pedes- 
tal that had borne the Bronze Horse and was now 
gay with the National colours, a crqwd of men and 
women of the people gathered in little groups were 
listening to some tale chat was being told them. 
Consternation reigned and a heavy silence, broken 
at intervals by groans and fierce cries. Many were 
making off at a rapid *pac® in the direction -of the 
Rue de Thionville, erstwhile Rue Dauphine; Game- 
lin joined one of these groups'" and heard the news — 
that Marat had just been assassinated. 

Little by little the tidings were confirmed and 
particolars became known; he had been murdered 
in his bath by a woman who [lad come expressly 
from Caen to*commit the crime. 

Some thought she had escaped; but the nfajority 
declared she had been arrested. 

There they stood like sheep without a shepherd, 
thinking %adly: 
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“Marat, the tender-hearted, the humane, Marat 
our benefactor, is no longer there to guide us, Marat 
who was never deceived, who saw through every 
subterfuge and never feared to reveal the truth! . . . 
What can we do, what is to become of us? We have 
lost our adviser, our champion, our friend.” They 
knew very well whence the blow had come, and who 
had directed the woman’s arm. They groaned 
aloud: . '■ 

“Marat has been struck down by the same crim- 
inal hands that are bent on our extermination. His 
death is the signal for the slaughter of all good 
patriots.” 

Different reports were current, as to the circum- 
stances of the tragic event and the last words of the 
victim; endless questior-s were asked concerning 
the assassin, all that anyone knew was that it was a 
young woman sent by those traitors, the federalists. 
Baring .teeth and naila, the citoyennes devoted the 
culprit to condign ’punishment; deeming the guil- 
lotine too merciful a death, they demanded this 
monster of inquiry should be scourged, broken on 
the wheel, torn limb from iimb,"'and racked their 
brains’ to invent new tortures. 

An armed body o^ National Guards was haling 
to the Section headquarters a man of determined 
mien. His clothes were in tatters, and streams of 
blood trickled down his white face. He had been 
overheard saying that Marat had earned his fate 
by his constant incitements to pillage and massacre, 
and it was only with great difficulty fhat the Guards 
had saved him from the fury of the populace. A 
hundred fingers pointed him out as the accomplice 
of the assassin, and threats of death followed him 
as he was led away. 
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Gamelin was stunned by the blow. A few hot 
tears blistered his burning eyes. With the grief he 
felt as a disciple mingled solicitude for the popular 
idol, and these combined feelings tore at his heart- 
strings. He thought to himself; 

‘‘After Le Peltier, after Bourdon, Marat I ... I 
foresee the fate of the patriots; massacred on the 
Champ de Mars, at Nancy, at Paris, they will perish 
one and all.’* And he thought of Wimpfen, the trai- 
tor, who only a while before was marching on Paris, 
and who, had he not been stopped at Vernon, by the 
gallant patriots, would have devoted the heroic city 
to fire and slaughter. 

And how many perils still remained, how many 
criminal designs, how many treasonable plots, which 
only Marat’s perspicacity and vigilance could un- 
ravel and foill Now he was dead, who was there 
to denounce Custine loitering in idlenesg in the Camp 
of Caesar and refusing to relieve Valehciennes, Biron 
tarrying inactive in the Lower Vendee letting Saumur 
be taken and Nantes blockaded, Dillon betraying 
the Fatherland in the Argonne? . . . 

Meantime, all About him, rose momentarily higher 
the sinister cry: 

** Marat is dead; the aristocrats have killed him!’* 

As he was on his way, his heart bursting with 
grief and hate and love, to pay a last mark of re- 
spect to the martyr of liberty, an old country- 
woman, wearing the coif of the Limousin peasantry, 
accosted him to ask if the Monsieur Marat who had 
been murdered was not Monsieur le Cure Mara, of 
Saint-Pierre-de-Queyroix. 



VIII 


r was the eve of the Festival, a calm, 
bright evening, and Elodie hanging 
on Evariste’s arm, was strolling with 
him about the Champ de la Federa- 
tion. ' Workmen were hastily complet- 
ing their task of erecting columns, 
statues, temples, a “mountain,” an 
altar of the Fatherland. Huge symbolic hgures, 
Hercules (representing the people) brandishing his 
club, Nature suckling the Universe from her in- 
exhaustible breasts, were rising at a moment’s 
notice in the capital that, tortured by famine and 
fear, was listening for the dreaded sound of the 
Austrian canpon on the road from Meaux. La 
Vendee was mJkin^ good its check before Nantes 
by a series of startling victories. A ring of fire and 
flame and hate was drawn about the great revolu- 
tionary city. 

And meantime, she was preparifig a superb wel- 
come, like the sovereign state of a vast empire, for 
the deputies of the primary Assemblies which had 
accepted the Constitution. Federalism was on its 
knees; the Republic, one and indivisible, would 
surely vanquish all its enemies. 

Waving his arm towards the thronged expanse: 

“There it was,” cried Evariste, “thjit on the 17th 
July, ’91, the infamous Bailly ordered the people 
to be shot down at the foot of the altar of the 
fatherland. Passavant, the grenadier, who witnessed’ 
the massacre, returned to his house, tore his coat 
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from his back and cried: *I have sworn to die with 
Liberty; Liberty is no more, and I fulfil my oath/ 
— and blew out his brains.” • 

All this time artists and peaceful citizens were 
examining the preparations for the festival, their 
faces showing as joyless a joy in life as their lives 
were dull and joyless; to their minds the mightiest 
events shrank into insignificance and grew as in- 
sipid as they were themselves.^ Couple by couple 
they went, carrying in their arms or holding by the 
hand or letting them run on in front children as un- 
prepossessing as their parents and promising to 
grow up no whit happier, who in due course would 
give birth to children of their own as poor in spirit 
and looks as they. Yet now and again a young girl 
would pass, tall and fair and desirable, rousing in 
■young men a not ignoble passion to possess, and in 
<the old regret for the bliss they had missed. . 

Near the &cole Militaire Evariste pointed out to 
his companion the Egyptian <statues designed by 
David on Roman models of the age of Augustus, 
and they overheard a Parisian, an old man with 
powdered hair, ejaculjite to himself: 

“Egadl you might think yourself on the banks 
of the Nile!” v 

It was three days since Elodie had seen her lover, 
and serious events had befallen meantime at the 
Amour peintre. The citoyen Blaise had been de- 
nounced to the Committee of General Security for 
fraudulent dealings in the master of supplies to the 
armies. Fortunately for himself, the print-dealer 
Was well known in his Section; the Committee of 
, Surveillance of the Section des Piques had stood 
guarantee of his patriotism with the general com- 
mittee and had completely justified his conduct. 
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This alarming incident Elodie now recounted in 
trembling accents, concluding: 

“We are quiet now, but the alarm was a hot one. 
A little more and my father would have been clapped 
in prison. If the danger had lasted a few hours 
more, I should have come to you, Evariste, to make 
interest for him among your influential friends.” 

Evariste vouchsafed no reply to this, but Elodie 
was very far from realizing all his silence portended. 

They went on hand in hand along the banks of 
the river, discoursing of their mutual fondness in 
the phrases of Julie and Saint-Preux; the good Jean- 
Jacques gave them the colours to paint and prank 
their love withal. 

The Municipality of Paris had wrought a miracle, 
— abundance reigned for a day in the famished city. 
A fair was installed on the Place des Invalides, beside 
the Seine, where hucksters in booths sold sausages, 
saveloys, chitterlings, hams decked with laurels, 
Nanterre cakes, gingerbreads, pancakes, four-pound 
loaves, lemonade and wine. There were stalls also 
for the sale of patriotic songs, cockades, tricolour 
ribands, purses, pinchbeck . watoh-chains and all 
sorts of cheap gewgaws. Stopping before the dis- 
play of a petty jeweljer, Evariste selected a silver 
ring having a head of Marat in relief with a silk 
handkerchief wound about the brows, and put it on 
Elodie’s finger. 

■ The same evening Gamelin proceeded to the Rue 
de TArbre-Sec to call on the citoyenne Rochemaure, 
who had sent for him on pressing business. She 
received him in her bedchamber, reclining on 9 
couch in a seductive dishabille. 

While the ciioyenne’s attitude expressed a volup- 
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tuous languor, everything about her spoke of her 
accomplishments, her diversions, her talents, — a 
harp beside an open harpsichord, a guitar on a 
chair, an embroidering frame with a square of satin 
stretched on it, a half-finished miniature on a table 
among papers and books, a bookcase in dire dis- 
order as if rifled by the hand of a fair reader as eager 
to know as to feel. 

She gave him her hand to kiss,^and addressed him: 

“Greeting, sir juryman! . . . This very day 
Robespierre the elder gave me a letter in your favour 
to be handed to the President Herman, a very well 
turned letter, pretty much to this effect: 

“I bring to your notice the citoyen Gamelin, com- 
mendable alike for his talents and for his patriot- 
ism. I have made it my duty to make known to 
you a patriot whose principles are good and his 
conduct steadfast in the right line of revolution. 
You will not let slip the opportunity.of beiqg useful 
to a Republican. . . .” This latter I carried there 
and then to the President Herman, who received 
me with an exquisite politeness and signed your 
appointment on tbe sppt. The thing is done.’* 

After a moment’s pause: 

“Citoyenney” said Gamelii}, “though I have not 
a morsel of bread to give my mother, I swear on 
my honour I accept the duties of a juror only to 
serve the Republic and avenge her on her foes.” 

Th& citoyenne thought this but a cold way of 
expressing gratitude and consylered the sentiment 
high-flown. The young man was no adept, she 
suspected, at graceful courtesies. But she was too 
jgreat an admirer of youth not to excuse some little 
lack of polish. Gamelin was a handsome fellow, 
and that was merit enough in her eyes. “We will 
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form him,” she said to herself. So she invited him 
to her suppers to which she welcomed her friends 
every evening after the theatre. 

“You will meet at my house men of wit and 
talent, — Elleviou, Talma, the citoyen Vigee, who 
turns bouts-rimes with a marvellous aptitude. The 
citoyen Francois read us his ‘Pamela’ the other day, 
the piece rehearsing at the present moment at the 
Theatre de la Nation. The style is elegant and 
chaste, as everything is that comes from the citoyen 
Fran9ois’ pen. The plot is touching; it brought 
tears to all our eyes. It is the young citoyenne Lange 
who is to take the part of ‘ Pamela.’ 

“I believe it if you say so, citoyenne” answered 
Gamelin, “but the Theatre de la Nation is scarcely 
National and it is hard on the citoyen Francois that 
his works should be produced on the boards de* 
graded by the contemptible verses of a Laya; the 
people l^s n<ft /orgotten the scandal of the Ami des 
Lois ” . 

“Nay, citoyen Gamelin, say what you will of 
Laya; he is none of my friends.” 

It was not purely out of kin(Jness<that the citoyenne 
had employed her credit to get Gamelin appointed 
to a much envied post;, after what she had done for 
him and what peradventure she might come to do 
for him in the future, she counted on binding him 
closely to her interests and in that way securing 
for herself a protector connected with a tribunal 
she might one day of another have to reckon with; 
for the fact is, she was in constant correspondence 
with the French provinces and foreign countries, 
and at that date such a circumstance was ground, 
enough for suspicion. 

“Do you often go to the theatre, citoyen ?” 
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As she asked the question, Henry, the dragoon,- 
entered the room, looking more charming than the 
youthful Bathyllus. A brace of enormous pistols 
was passed through his belt. 

He kissed the fair citoyenne's hand. Turning to him : 

“There stands the citoyen Evariste Gamelin,” 
she said, “for whose sak# 1 have spent the day at 
the Committee of General Security, and who is an 
ungrateful wretch. Scold him fpr me.” 

“Ah! citoyenney’ cried the young soldier, *‘you 
have seen our Legislators at the Tuileries. What 
an afflicting sight! Is it seemly the Representatives 
of a free people should sit beneath the roof of a 
despot? The same lustres that once shone on the 
plots of Capet and the orgies of Antoinette now 
illumine the deliberations of our law-makers. 'Tis 
enough to make Nature shudder.” 

“Pray, congratulate the citoyen Gamelin,” was 
all her answer, '‘he is appointed juryman on the 
Revolutionary Tribunal.” « 

“My compliments, citoyen!” said Henry. “I 
am rejoiced to see a man of your character invested 
with these functions. . But, to speak truth, I have 
small confidence in this systematic justice, set up 
by the moderates of the Convention, in this com- 
plaisant Nemesis that is considerate to conspirators 
and merciful to traitors, that hardly dares strike a 
I>low. at the Federalists and fears to summon the 
Austrian to the bar. No, it is not the Revolution- 
ary Tribunal will save the Republic. They are very 
culpable, the* men who, in the desperate situatbn 
we are in, have arrested the flowing torrent of pop- 
> ular justice!” 

“Henry,” interrupted the citoyenne Rochemaure, 
“pass me that scent bottle, please. . . .” 
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On reaching home, Gamelin found his mother 
and old Brotteaux playing a game of piquet by the 
light of a smoky tallow-candle. At the moment the 
old woman was calling “sequence of kings” with- 
out the smallest scruple. 

When she heard her son was appointed juryman, 
she kissed him in a transport of triumph, thinking 
what an honour it was for both of them and that 
henceforth they w<ould have plenty to eat every 
day. 

“I am proud and happy,” she declared, “to be 
the mother of a juryman. Justice is a fine thing, 
and of all the most necessary; without justice the 
weak would be harassed every moment of their 
lives. And I think you will give right judgment, 
Evariste, my own boy; for from a child I have 
found you just and kind-hearted in all concerns. 
You could oever endure wrong-doing and always 
tried what yoil could to hinder violence. You com- 
passionated the unfortunate and that is the finest 
jewel in a juror’s crown. . . , But tell me, Evariste, 
how are you dressed in your grand tribunal?” 

Gamelin informed her that the'Judges wore a hat 
with black plumes, but that the jury had no special 
costume, that they wefe dressed in their every-day 
attire. 

“It would be better,” returned the good woman, 
“if they wore wig and gown; it would inspire more 
respect. Though you are mostly dressed carelessly, 
you are a handsome man and you set off your 
clothes; but the majority of men need some fine 
feathers to make them look imposing; yes, the jury 
should have wigs and gowns.” • 

The citoyenne had heard say that the duties of a 
juror of the Tribunal carried a salary; and she had 
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no hesitation in asking the question whether the 
emoluments were enough to live respectably on, 
for a jqryman, she opined, ought to cut a good 
figure in the world. 

She was pleased to hear that each juror received 
an allowance of eighteen livres for every sitting and 
that the multiplicity of crimes against the security 
of the State obliged the court to sit very frequently. 

Old Brotteaux gathered up the cards, rose from 
the table and addressing Gamelin: 

**Citoyen,*’ he said, “you are invested with an 
august and redoubtable office. 1 congratulate you 
on lending the light of your integrity to a tribunal 
more trustworthy and less fallible perhaps than any 
other, because it searches out good and evil, not in 
themselves and in their essence, but solely in rela- 
tion to tangible interests and plain and obvious 
sentiments. You will have to deter^nine betwixt 
hate and love, which is done spoiftaneously, not 
betwixt truth and falsehood, td discriminate which 
is impossible for the feeble mind of man. Giving 
judgment after the impulses of your heart, you will 
run no risk of mi^ake; inasmuch as the verdict will 
be good provided it satisfy the passions that are 
your sacred law. But, all fhe same, if I was your 
President, I should imitate Bridoie, I should appeal 
to the arbitrament of the dice. In matters of jus- 
tice. it is still the surest plan.** 



IX 


VARISTE GAMELIN was to enter 
on his duties on the 14th September, 
when the reorganization of the Tri- 
bunal was complete, according to 
which it was henceforth subdivided 
into four sections with fifteen jurors 
for each. The prisons were full to 
overflowing; the Public Prosecutor was working 
eighteen hours a day. Defeats in the field, revolts 
in the provinces, conspiracies, plots, betrayals, the 
Convention had one panacea for them all, — terror. 
The Gods were athirst. 

The jirst ac.; of the new juror was to pay a visit 
of ceremony to the President Herman, who charmed 
him by the amiability of his conversation and the 
courtesy of his bearing. A compatriot and friend 
of Robespierre’s, whose sentiments he shared, he 
showed every sign of a feeling and virtuous temper. 
He was deeply attached to those humane sentiments, 
too long foreign to the heart of our judges, that re- 
dound to the everlasting glory of a Dupaty and a 
Beccaria. He looked with complacency on the 
greater mildness of modern manners as evidenced, 
in judicial matters,,, by the abolition of torture and 
of ignominious or cruel forms of punishment. He 
was rejoiced to see the death penalty, once so reck- 
lessly inflicted and employed till* quite lately fqr 
the repression of the most trifling offences, applied 
less frequently and reserved for heinous crimes. 
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For his own part, he agreed vrith Robespierre and 
would gladly have seen it abolished altogether, except 
only in cases touching the public safety. At the 
same time, he would have deemed it treason to the 
State not to adjudge the punishment of death for 
crimes against the National Sovereignty. 

All his colleagues were of like mind; the old 
Monarchical idea of reasons of State still inspired 
the Revolutionary Tribunal. Eight centuries of 
absolute power had moulded the magisterial con- 
science, and it was by the principles of Divine Right 
that the Court even now tried and sentenced the 
enemies of Liberty. 

The same day Evariste Gamelin sought an inter- 
view with the Public Prosecutor, the citoyen Fou- 
quier, who received him in the Cabinet where he used 
to work with his clerk of the court. He was a 
sturdily built man, with a rough voice, catlike eyes, 
bearing in his pock-marked face and lee'den complex- 
ion marks of the mischief wrought by a sedentary 
and indoor life on a vigorous constitution adapted to 
the open air and violent exercise. Towering piles of 
papers shut him in likoi the walls of a tomb, and it 
was plain to see he was in his element amid all these 
dreadful documents that seemed like to bury him 
alive. His conversation was that of a hard-working 
magistrate, a man devoted to his task and whose 
mind, never left the narrow groove of his ofBcial du- 
ties. His fiery breath reeked ofthe brandy he took to 
keep up his strength; but the liquor seemed never 
to fly to his bfain, so clear-headed, albeit entirely 
commonplace, was every word he uttered. 

.He lived in a small suite of rooms in the Palais 
de Justice with his young wife, who had g^ven him 
twin boys. His ^fe, an aunt Henrietta and the 
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maid-servant Pelagic made up the whole household. 
He was good and kind to these women. In a word, 
he was an excellent person in his family and pro- 
fessional relations, with a scarcity of ideas and a 
total lack of imagination. 

Gamelin could not help being struck unpleasantly 
by the close resemblance in temper and ways of 
thought between the new magistrates and their 
predecessors under, the old regime. In fact, they 
were of the old regime; Herman had held the office 
of Advocate General to the Council of Artois; Fou- 
quier was a former Procureur at the Chatelet. They 
had preserved their character, whereas Gamelin be- 
lieved in a Revolutionary palingenesis. 

Quitting the precincts of the court, he passed 
along the great gallery of the Palace and halted in 
front of the shops where articles of every sort and 
kind were exposed for sale in the most attractive 
fashion. Standing before the citoyenne Tenet’s 
stall, he turned over sundry historical, political, and 
philosophical works: — “The Chains of Slavery,’’ 
“An Essay on Despotism,” “The Crimes of Queens.” 
“Very good!” he thought, “here is Republican 
stufFl” and he asked the woman if she sold a great 
many of these books. She shook her head : 

“The only things that sell are songs and ro- 
mances,” — and pulling a duodecimo volume out of 
a drawer: 

“Here,” she told him, “here we have something 
good.” 

Evariste read the title: “La Religieuse en chemise,” 
*‘The Nun in dishabille!” 

Before the next shop he canft upon Philipge 
Desmahis, who, with a tender, conquering-hero air, 
among the citoyenru Saint-Jorre’s perfumes and 
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powders and sachets, was assuring the fair trades- 
woman of his undying love, promising to paint her 
portrait and begging her to vouchsafe him a mo- 
ment’s talk that evening in the Tuileries gardens. 
There was no resisting him; persuasion sat on his 
lips and beamed from his eye. The citoyenne Saint- 
Jorre was listening without a word, her eyes on the 
ground, only too ready to believe him. 

• 

Wishing to familiarize himself with the awful 
duties imposed on him, the new juror resolved to 
mingle with the throng and look on at a case before 
the Tribunal as a member of the general public. 
He climbed the great stairs on which a vast crowd 
was seated as in an amphitheatre and pushed his way 
into the ancient Hall of the Parlement of Paris. 

This was crammed to suffocation; some General 
or other was taking his trial. For in those days, as 
old Brotteaux put it, “the Convention^copying the 
example of His Britannic Majesty’s Government, 
made a point of arraigning beaten Generals, in de- 
fault of traitorous Generals, the latter taking good 
care not to stand ctheir trial. Not that a beaten 
General,” Brotteaux would add, “is necessarily 
criminal, for in the nature of things there must be 
one in every battle. But there’s nothing like con- 
demning a General to death for giving encourage- 
ment to others.” 

Several had already appeared before the Tri- 
bunal; they were all alike, these empty-headed, 
opinionated soldiers with the brains of a sparrow 
in an ox’s skull. This particular commander was 
pretty nearly as Ignorant of the sieges and battles 
of his own campaign as the magistrates who were 
questioning him; both sides, prosecution and de- 
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fence, were lost in a fog of effectives, objectives, 
munitions and ammunitions, marches and counter- 
marches. But the mass of citizens listening to these 
obscure and never-ending details could see behind 
the half-witted soldier the bare and bleeding breast 
of the fatherland enduring a thousand deaths; and 
by look and voice urged the jurymen, sitting quietly 
on their bench, to use their verdict as a club to fell 
the foes of the Republic. 

Evariste was firrnly convinced of one thing, — ^what 
they had to strike at in the pitiful creature was the 
two dread monsters that were battening on the 
fatherland, revolt and defeat. What a to-do to dis- 
cover if this particular soldier was innocent or guilty! 
When La Vendee was recovering heart, when Tou- 
lon was surrendering^to the enemy, when the army 
of the Rhine was recoiling before the victors of 
Mayence, when the Army of the North, cowering 
in Cae^r’s Jl^lamp, might be taken at a blow by the 
Imperialists, the English, the Dutch, now masters 
of Valenciennes, the one important thing was to 
teach the Generals of the Republic to conquer or 
to die. To see yonder feeble-witted muddle-pated 
veteran losing himself under cross-examination 
among his maps as he>had done before in the plains 
of Northern France, Gamelin longed to yell “death! 
death!” with the rest, and fled from the Hall of 
Audience to escape the temptation. 

At the meeting o( the Section, the newly appointed 
juryman received the congratulations of the Presi- 
dent Olivier, who made him swear on the old high 
altar of the Barnabites, now altar ^f the fatherland, 
to stifle in his heart, in the sacred name of human- 
ity, every human weakness. 
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Gamelin, with uplifted right hand, invoked as 
witness of his oath the august shade of Marat, 
martyr of Liberty, whose bust had lately been set 
up against a pillar of the erstwhile church, facing 
that of Le Peltier. 

There was some applause, interrupted by cries of 
protest. The meeting was a stormy one; at the 
entrance of the nave stood a group of members of 
the Section, armed with pikes and shouting clamor- 
ously: 

“It is anti-republican,” declared the President, 
“to carry arms at a meeting of free citizens,” — and 
he ordered the muskets and pikes to be deposited 
there and then in the erstwhile sacristy. 

A hunchback, with blazing eyes and lips drawn 
back so as Ag^w the teeth, the citoyen Beauvisage, 
of the Coml^ra^ of Vigilance, mounted to the pul- 
pit, now b^fflpie the speakers’ tribune and sur- 
mounted by '4 red cap of liberty. ‘ 

“The Genetals are betraying ys,” he vociferated, 
“and surrendering our armies to the enemy. The 
Imperialists are pushing forward their cav.ilry 
around Peronne ..pd ^aint-Quentin. Toulon has 
been given up to the English, who are landing four- 
teen thousand men there. The foes of the Repub- 
lic are busy w’th plots in the very bosom of the 
Convention. In the capital conspiracies without 
number are afoot to deliver the Austrian. At this 
very ihonient while 1 speak there runs a rumour 
that the Capet brat has escaped from the Temple 
and is *'eing borne in triumph to Saint-Cloud by 
those who would fain re-erect the tyrant’s throne 
in his favour. The dearness of food, the deprecia- 
ti^ of the assignats are the direct result of ma- 
noeuvres carried out in our own homes, beneath our 
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very eyes, by the agents of the foreigners. In the 
name of public safety I call upon the new juryman, 
our fellow-citizen, to show no pity to conspirators 
and traitors.” 

As he left the tribune, cries rose among the audi- 
ence: “Down with the Revolutionary Tribunal! 
Down with the Moderates!” 

A stout, rosy-faced man, the citoyen Dupont 
senior, a joiner living in the Place de Thionville, 
mounted the Tribune, announcing that he wished 
to ask a question of the new juror. Then he de- 
manded of Gamelin what attitude he meant to take 
up in the matter of the Brissotins and of the widow 
Capet. 

Evariste was timid and unpractised in public 
speaking. But indignation gave him eloquence. 
He rose with a pale face and said itw^voice of sup- 
pressed emotion: % 

“I am •&- magistrate. I am responsible to my 
conscience only. Any promise I might make you 
would be against my duty, which is to speak in the 
Court and hold .ny peace els' Adhere. I have ceased 
to know you. It is mine to give>judgment; I know 
neither friends nor enemies.” 

The meeting, made nip like all meetings of divers 
elements and subject to sudden and incalculable 
moods, approved these sentiments. But the citoyen 
Dupont returned to the charge; he could not for- 
give Gamelin for having secured a post he had 
coveted himself. 

“I understand,” he said, “I ev«n approve the 
juror’s scruples. They say he is a patriot; it is for 
him to examine his conscience and see if it permijrs 
him to sit on a tribunal intended to destroy the 
enemies of the Republic and resolved to spare them. 



102 


THE GODS ARE ATHIRSJ 

There are circumstances in which a good citizen is 
bound to repudiate all complicity. Is it not averred 
that more than one juror of this tribunal has let 
himself be corrupted by the gold of the accused, and 
that the President Montane falsified the procedure 
to save the head of the woman Corday.**” 

At the words the hall resounded with vehement 
applause. The vaults were still reverberating with 
the uproar when Fortune Trubert mounted the 
tribune. He had grown thinner than ever in the 
last few months. His face was pale and the cheek- 
bones seemed ready to pierce the reddened skin; 
his eyes had a glassy look under the inflamed lids. 

" Citoyens” he began, in a weak, breathless voice 
that yet had a strangely penetrating quality, “we 
cannot suspect the Revolutionary Tribunal without 
at the same time suspecting the Convention and the 
Committee of Public Safety from which it derives 
its powers. The citoyen Beauvisage ha^lalarmed us, 
showing us the President Montane tampering with 
the course of justice in favour of a culprit. Why did 
he not add, to relieve our fears, that on the denun- 
ciation of the Public Prosecutor, Montane has been 
dismissed his office and thrown into prison? . . . 
Is it impossible to watch ovefthe public safety with- 
out casting suspicion on all and sundry? Is there 
no talent, no virtue left in the Convention? Robes- 
pierre, Couthon, Saint-Just, are not these honest 
men? 'It is a notable thing that the most violent 
language is held by individuals who have never been 
known to fight for the Republic. They could speak 
no otherwise if they wish to render her hateful. 
C}toyensy less tallf, say I, and more work! It is with 
shot and shell and not with shouting that France will 
be saved* One-half the cellars of the Section have 
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not been dug up. Not a few citizens still hold con- 
siderable quantities of bronze. We would remind the 
rich that patriotic gifts are for them the most potent 
guarantees. I recommend to your generosity the 
wives and daughters of our soldiers who are cover- 
ing themselves with glory on the frontiers and on 
the Loire. One of these, the hussar Pommier (Augus- 
tin), formerly a cellarman’s lad in the Rue de Jeru- 
salem, on the loth of last month, before Conde, 
when watering the troop horses, was set upon by six 
Austrian cavalrymen; he killed two of them and 
brought in the others prisoners. I ask the Section 
to declare that Pommier (Augustin) has done his 
duty.” 

This speech was applauded and the Sectionaries 
dispersed with cries of “Vive la Republiquel” 

Left alone in the nave with Trubert, Gamelin 
pressed the latter’s hand. 

“Thank you. How are you?” 

“I? Oh! Very well, very well!” replied Trubert, 
coughing and spitting blood into his handkerchief. 
“The Republic has many enemies*without and within, 
and our own Section counts, a not inconsiderable 
number of them. It is not with loud talk but with 
iron and laws that empres are founded . . . good 
night, Gamelin; I have letters to write.” 

And he disappeared, his handkerchief pressed to 
his lips, into the old-time sacristy. 


The widow Gamelin, her cockade now and hence- 
forth fastened more carefully in her hood, had from 
one day to the next assumed a fine, consequential 
air, a Republican haughtiness and tl?e dignified car-, 
riage suitable to the mother of a juror of the State. 

The veneration for the law in which she had been 



104 


THE GODS ARE ATHIRS^ 

brought up, the admiration with which the magis- 
trate’s gown and cassock had from a child inspired 
her, the holy terror she had always experienced at 
sight of -those to whom God had delegated on darth 
His divine right of life and death, these feelings 
made her regard as an august and worshipful and 
holy being the son whom till yesterday she had 
thought of as little more than a child. To her simple 
mind the conviction of the continuity of justice 
through all the changes of the* Revolution was as 
strong as was ihat of the legislators of the Conven- 
tion regarding the continuity of the State under 
varying systems of government, and the Revolu- 
tionary Tribunal appeared to her every whit as 
majestic as any of the time-honoured jurisdictions 
she had been taught to revere. 

The citoyen Brotteaux showed the young magis- 
trate an interest mingled with surprise and a re- 
luctant deference. His views were the same as the 
widow Gamelin’s as to the continuity of justice 
under successive governments;* but, in flat contra- 
diction to that good lady’s attitude, his scorn for 
the Revolutionar3^ Tribunals was on a par with his 
contempt for the courts of the ancien regime. Not 
daring to express his opinions openly and unable to 
make up his mind to say nothing, he indulged in a 
string, of paradoxes which Gamelin understood just 
well enough to suspect the anti-patriotism that 
underlay them. 

. “The august tribunal whereon you are soon to 
take your sea^” he told him dh one occasion, “was 
instituted by the French Senate for the security of 
the Republic; and it was for cei;pin a magnanimous 
thou^t on the part of ouif legislators to set up a 
court to try our enemies. I appreciate its generos- 
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ity, but I doubt its wisdom. It would have shown 
greater astuteness, it seems to me, if they had struck 
down in the dark the more irreconcilable of their 
adversaries and won over the rest by gifts and 
promises. A tribunal strikes slowly and effects more 
harm than it inspires fear; its first duty is to make 
an example. The mischief yours does is to unite 
together all whom it terrifies and make out of a 
mass of contradictory interests and passions a great 
party capable of common and effective action. 
You sow fear broadcast, and it is terror more than 
courage that produces heroes; I pray, citoyen, you 
may not one day see prodigies of terror arrayed 
against you!” 

The engraver Desmahis, in love that week with 
a light o’ love of the Palais-Egalite named Flora, a 
brown-locked giantess, had nevertheless found five 
minutes to congratulate his comrade and tell him 
that such an appointment was a great compliment 
to the fine arts. " 

Elodie herself, though without knowing it she 
detested everything revolutionary and who dreaded 
official functions as the mo^ dangerous of rivals, 
the most likely to estrange her lover’s affections, 
the tender Elodie was* impressed by the glamour 
attaching to a magistrate called upon to pronounce 
judgment in matters of life and death. Besides 
which, Evariste’s promotion as a juryman was fol- 
lowed by other fortunate results that filled her lov- 
ing heart with satisfaction; the citoyen Jean Blaise 
made a point of calling at the studib in the Place 
de Thionville and embraced the young juror affec- 
tionately in a burst of manly sympathy. 

Like all ^e anti-revolutionaries, he had a great 
respect for the authorities established by the Re- 
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public, and ever since he had been denounced for 
fraud in connection with his supplies for the army, 
the Revolutionary Tribunal had inspired him with 
a wholesome dread. He felt himself to be a person 
too much in the public eye and mixed up in too 
many transactions to enjoy perfect security; so 
the citoyen Gamelin struck him as a friend worth 
cultivating. When all was said, one was a good 
citizen and on the side of justice. 

He gave the painter magistrate his hand, declar- 
ing himself his true friend and a true patriot, a well- 
wisher of the arts and of liberty. Gamelin forgot his 
injuries and pressed the hand so generously offered. 

“Citoyen Evariste Gamelin,” said Jean Blaise, 
“I appeal to you as a friend and as a man of talent. 
I am going to take you to-morrow for two days* 
jaunt in the country; you can do some drawing and 
we can enjoy a talk.” 

Several times every year the print-Jealer was in 
the habit of making a two or thTee days’ expedition 
of this sort in the .company of artists who made 
drawings, according to his suggestions, of land- 
scapes and ruins. He was quick to see what would 
please the public and these little journeys always 
resulted in some picturesque bits which were then 
finished at home and cleverly engraved; prints in 
red or colours were struck off from these, and brought 
in a good profit to the citoyen Blaise. From the 
same 'sketches he had over-doors and panels exe- 
. cuted, which sold as well or better than the decora- 
tive works of Hubert Robert. 

On this occasion he had invited the citoyen Gamelin 
fo accompany him to sketch buildings after nature, 
so much had the juror’s office increased the painter’s 
importance in his eyes. Two other artists were of 
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the party, the engraver Destnahis, who drew well, 
and an almost unknown man, Philippe Dubois, an 
excellent designer in the style of Robert. Accord- 
ing to custom, the citoyenne Elodie with her friend 
the citoyenne Hasard accompanied the artists. Jean 
Blaise, an adept at combining pleasure with profit, 
had also extended an invitation to the citoyenne 
Thevenin, an actress at the Vaudeville, who was 
reputed to be on tlve best of terms with him. 



X 



N Saturday at seven in the morning 
the citoyen Blaise^ in a black cocked- 
hat, scarlet waistcoat, doe-skin 
breeches, and boots with yellow tops, 
rapped with the handle of his riding- 
whip at the studio door. The citoy- 
enne Gamelin was in the room m 


polite conversation with the citoyen Brotteaux, while 
Evariste stood before a bit of looking-glass knotting 
his high white cravat. 

*‘A pleasant journey. Monsieur Blaise!” the 
citoyenne greeted him. “But, as you are going to 
paint landscapes, why don’t you tak$t h^onsieur 
Brotteaux, who is a painter ? ” .. 

“Well, well,” said Jean Blaise, “will you come 
with us, citoyen Brofteaux?” 

On being assured he would not be intruding, 
Brotteaux, a man of a sociable temper and fond of 
all amusements, accepted the invitation. 

The citoyenne Elodie had climbed the four storeys 
to embrace the widow Gamelin, whom she called 
her good mother. She was in whhe from head to 
foot, and smelt of lavender. 


An old two-horsed travelling stood waiting 

in the Place, with the hood down. Rose Thevenin 


occupied the back seat with Julienne Hasard. 
Elodie made the Actress sit on the right, took the left- 
hand place herself and put the slim Julienne between 
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the two of them. Brotteaux settled himself, back 
to the horses, facing the citoyenne Thevenin; Philippe 
Dubois, opposite the citoyenne Hasard;. Evariste 
opposite Elodie. As for Philippe Desmahis, he 
planted his athletic figure on the box, on the coach- 
man’s left, and proceeded to amaze that worthy 
with a traveller’s tale about a country in America 
where the trees bore chitterlings and saveloys by 
way of fruit. 

The citoyen Blaise, who was a capital rider, took 
the road on horseback, going on in front to escape 
the dust from the berline. 

As the wheels rattled merrily over the suburban 
roads the travellers began to forget their cares, and 
at sight of the green fields and trees and sky, their 
minds turned to gay and pleasant thoughts. Elodie 
dreamed she was surely born to rear poultry with 
Evariste, a country justice, to help her, in some 
village on«a river bank beside a wood. The road- 
side elms whirled by as they sped along. Outside 
the villages the peasants’ mastj^s dashed out to in- 
tercept the carriage and barked ^t the horses, while 
a fat spaniel, lying in the roadway, struggled re- 
luctantly to its feet; the fowls scattered and fled; 
the geese in a close-packed J^and waddled slowly 
out of the way. Tbe children, with their fresh 
morning faces, watched the company go by. It was 
a hot day and a cloudless sky. Tbe parched earth 
was thirsting for rain. They alighted just outside 
Villejuif. On their ‘way through the little town, 
Desmahis went into a fruiterer’s to Buy cherries for 
the overheated citoyennes. The shpp-keeper was a 
pretty woman, and Desmahis showed no signs df 
reappearing. Philippe Dubois shouted to him, using 
the nickname his friends constantly gave him: 
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**Ho there! Barbaroux! . . . Barbarouxl” 

At this hated name the passers-by pricked up 
their ears and faces appeared at every window. 
Then, when they saw a young and handsome man 
emerge from the shop, his jacket thrown open, his 
neckerchief flying loose over a muscular chest, and 
carrying over his shoulder a basket of cherries and 
his coat at the end of a stick, taking him for the 
proscribed girondist, a posse of sansculottes laid vio- 
lent hands on him. Regardless of his indignant 
protests, they would have haled him to the town- 
hall, had not old Brotteaux, Gamelin, and the three 
young women borne testimony that the citoyen 
was named Philippe Desmahis, a copper-plate 
engraver and a good Jacobin. Even then the sus- 
pect had to show his carte de civisme, which he had 
in his pocket by great good luck, for he was very 
heedless in such matters. At this price he escaped 
from the hands of these patriotic villagers^ without 
worse loss than one of his lace rufiles, which had 
been tom off; but this was a trifle after all. He 
even received the apologies of the National Guards 
who had hustled ^him* the most savagely and who 
now spoke of carrying him in triumph to the Hotel 
de Ville. . . 

A free man again and with the ciloyennes Elodie, 
Rose, and Julienne crowding round him, Desmahis 
looked at Philippe Dubois — ^he did not like the man 
and "suspected him of having played him a prac- 
tical joke — ^with a wiy smile, and towering above 
him by a whdle head: 

** Dubois,” he told him, **if you call me Barba- 
Toux again, I sKall call you Brissot; he is a little fat 
man with a silly face, greasy hair, an oily skin and 
damp hands. They’ll be perfectly sure you are the 
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infamous Brissot, the people’s enemy; and the good 
Republicans, filled with horror and loathing at sight 
of you, will hang you from the nearest lamp-post. 
You hear me?” 

The citoyen Blaise, who had been watering his 
horse, announced that he had arranged the affair, 
though it was quite plain to everybody that it had 
been arranged without him. 

The company gpt in again, and as they drove on, 
Desmahis informed the coachman that in this same 
plain of Longjumeau several inhabitants of the 
Moon had once come down, in shape and colour 
much like frogs, only very much bigger. Philippe 
Dubois and Gamelin talked about their art. Dubois, 
a pupil of Regnault, had been to Rome, where he 
had seen Raphael’s tapestries, which he set above 
all the masterpieces of the world. He admired Cor- 
reggio’s colouring, Annibale Caracci’s invention, 
Domeoicbifio’s drawing, but thought nothing com- 
parable in point »f style with the pictures of Pom- 
peio Battoni. He had been in touch at Rome with 
Monsieur Menageot and Madame Lebrun, who had 
both pronounced against the "Revolution; so the 
less said of them the better. But he spoke highly of 
Angelica Kauffmann, *who had a pure taste and a 
fine knowledge of the Antique. 

Gamelin deplored that the apogee of French paint- 
ing, belated as it was, for it only dated from Lesueur, 
Claude ^and Poussin and corresponded with the 
decadence of the Italian and Flemish schools, had 
been succeeded by so rapid and profound a decline. 
This he attributed to the degraded state of manners 
and to the Academy, which was the expression* of 
that state. But the Academy had been happily 
abolished, and under the influence of new canons. 
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David and his school were creating an art worthy of 
a free people. Among the young painters, Gamelin, 
without a trace of envy, gave the first place to 
Hennequin and Topino-Lebrun. Philippe Dubois 
preferred his own master Regnault to David, and 
founded his hopes for the future of painting on that 
rising artist Gerard. 

Meantime £lodie complimented the citoyenne 
Thevenin on her red velvet toque and white gown. 
The actress repaid the compIimenL by congratulating 
her two companions on their toilets and advising 
them how to do better still; the thing, she said, was 
to be more sparing in ornaments and trimmings. 

“A woman can never b . dressed too simply,” 
was her dictum. “We see this on the stage, where 
the costume should allow ever’' pose to be appre- 
ciated. That is its true beauty and it needs no 
other.” 

“You are right, my dear,” replied Elddte. • “Only 
there is nothing more expensive 'in dress than sim- 
plicity. It is not al^yays out of bad taste we add 
frills and furbelow§[; sometimes it is to save our 
pockets.” 

They discussed eagerly the autumn fashions, — 
frocks entirely ^lain and shoft-waisted. 

“So many women disfigure themselves through 
following the fashion!” declared Rose Thevenin. 
“In dressing every woman should study her own 
figure.” 

“There is nothing beautiful* save draperies that 
follow the linesT of the figure and fall in folds,” put 
in Gahielin. “livery thing that is cut out and sewn 
i^ hideous.” 

These sentiments, more appropriate in a treatise 
of Win'ckelmann’s than in the mouth of a man tdk- 
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ing to Parisiennes, met with the scorn they deserved, 
being entirely disregarded. 

“For the winter," observed Elodie, “they are 
making quilted gowns in Lapland style of taffeta 
and muslin, and coats d la Zulime, round-waisted 
and opening over a stomacher d la Turque’* 

“Nasty cheap things," declared the actress, “you 
can buy them ready made. Now I have a little 
seamstress who works like an angel and is not dear; 
ril send her to see you, my dear.” 

So they prattled on trippingly, eagerly discussing 
and appraising different- fine fabrics — striped taffeta, 
self-coloured china silk, muslin, gauze, nankeen. 

And old Brotteaux, as he listened to them, thought 
with a pensive pleasure of these veils that hide 
women’s charms and change incessantly, — how they 
last for a few years to be renewed eternally like the 
flowers of the field. And his eyes, as they wandered 
from tho three pretty women \o the cornflowers and 
the poppies in therwhe-’t, weie wc with smiling 
tears. 

They reached Orangis abou^,nine o’clock and 
stopped before the :nn, de la Clochty 

where the Poitrines, husband and wife, offered ac- 
commodation for man add beast. The citoyen Blaise, 
who had repaired any disorder in his dress, helped 
the citoyennes to alight. After ordering dinner for 
midday, they all set off, preceded by their paint- 
boxes, drawing-boards, easels, and parasols, which 
were carried by a village lad, for the meadows near 
the confluence of the Orgeand the Yvette, a charm- 
ing bit of country giving a view over the verdant 
plain of Longjumeau and bounded by the Seine 
and the woods of Sainte-Genevieve. 

Jean Blaise, the leader of the troop of artists, was 
8 
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bandying funny stories with the ci-devant financier* 
tales that brought in without rhyme or reason Ver- 
boquet the Open*handed, Catherine Cuissot the 
pedlar, the demoiselles Chaudron, the fortune-teller 
Galichet, as well as characters of a later time like 
Cadet-Rouselle and Madame Angot. 

Evariste, inspired with a sudden love of nature, 
as he saw a troop of harvesters binding their sheaves, 
felt the tears rise to his eyes, while visions of con- 
cord and affection filled his h'eart. For his part, 
Desmahis was blowing the light down of the seed- 
ing dandelions into the citoyennes’ hair. All three 
loved posies, as town-bred girls always do, and were 
busy in the meadows plucking the mullein, whose 
blossoms grow in spikes close round the stem, the 
campanula, with its little blue-bells hanging in rows 
one above another, the slender twigs of the scented 
vervain, wallwort, mint, dyer’s weed, milfoil — all the 
wild flowers of late summer. Jean-Xacgues had 
made botany the fashion am(^g townswomen, so 
all three knew the name and symbolism of every 
flower. As the defecate petals, drooping for want of 
moisture, wilted m her hands and fell in a shower 
about her feet, the citoyenne Elodie sighed: 

“They are dying already) the poor flowers!” 

All set to work and strove to express nature as 
they saw her; but each saw her through the eyes 
of a master. In a short time Philippe Dubois had 
knocked off in the style of Hubert Robert a deserted 
farm, a clump of storm-riven trees, a dried-up tor- 
rent. Evariste Gamelin found a landscape by Pous- 
sin ready made on the banks of the Yvette. Philippe 
•Desmahis was*at work before a pigeon-cote in the 
picaresque manner of Callot and Duplessis. Old 
Brotteaux who piqusd himself on imitating the 
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Flemings, was drawing a cow with infinite care. 
£lodie was sketching a peasant’s hut, while her 
friend Julienne, who was a colourman’s daughter, 
set her palette. A swarm of children pressed about 
her, watching her paint, whom she would scold out 
of her light at intervals, calling them pestering gnats 
and giving them lollipops. The citoyenne Thevenin, 
picking out the pretty ones, would wash their faces, 
kiss* them and put flowers in their hair. She fondled 
them with a gentle air of melancholy, because she 
had missed the joy of motherhood, — as well as to 
heighten her fascinations by a show of tender senti- 
ment and to practise herself in the art of pose and 
grouping. 

She was the only member of the party neither 
drawing nor painting. She devoted her attention to 
learning a part and still more to charming her com- 
panions, flitting from one to another, book in hand, 
a brighjt, pmrancing creature. 

“No complexio^ no figure, no voice, no nothing,” 
declared the women, — and she filled the earth with 
movement, colour and harmoi^. Faded, pretty, 
tired, indefatigable, she was the joy of the expedi- 
tion. A woman of ever-varying moods, but always 
gay, sensitive, quick-tempered and yet easy-going 
and accommodating, a sharp tongue with the most 
polished utterance, vain, modest, true, false, de- 
lightful; if Rose Thevenin enjoyed no triumphant 
success, if she was not worshipped as a goddess, it 
was because the times were out of joint and Paris 
had no more incense, no more altars for the Graces. 
The citoytnne Blaise herself, who made a face when 
she spoke of her and used to cat! her “my step- 
mother,” could not see her and not be subjugated 
by such an array of charms. 
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They were rehearsing Les Fisitandines at the 
Theatre Feydeau, and Rose was full of self-congrat> 
ulation a.t having a part full of ‘'naturalness.” It 
Vas this quality she strove after, this she sought 
and this she found. 

“Then we shall not see ‘Pamela*?’* asked 
Desmahis. 

The Theatre de la Nation was closed and the 
actors packed ofF to the Madelonnettes and to 
Pelagic. 

“Do you call that liberty?” cried Rose Thevenin, 
raising her beautiful eyes to heaven in indignant 
protest. 

“The players of the Theatre de la Nation are 
aristocrats, and the citoyen Franfois’ piece tends to 
make men regret the privileges of the noblesse.” 

“Gentlemen,” said Rose Thevenin, “have you 
patience to listen only to those who flatter you?” 

As midday approached everybody began* to feel 
pangs of hun^^ and the little bq,nd marched back 
to the inn. 

Evariste walked ^*^side Elodie, smilingly recalling 
memories of their first meetings: ■ 

“Two young birds had fallen out of their nests 
on the roof on to the sill 6f your window. You 
brought the little creatures up by hand; one of them 
lived and in due time flew away. The other died in 
the nest of cotton-wool you had made him. ‘It was 
the one 1 loved best,* I remember you said. That day, 
Elodie, you were wearing a red bow in your hair.” 

Philippe Dubois and Brotteaux, a little behind 
the rest, were piking of Rome, where they had 
both been, the latter in ’72, the other towards the 
last days of the Academy. Brotteaux indeed had 
never foi^tten the Princess Mondragone, to whom 
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he would most certainly have poured out his plaints 
but for the Count Altieri, who always followed her 
like her shadow. Nor did Philippe Dubois fail to 
mention that he had been invited to dine with Car- 
dinal de Bemis and that he was the most obliging 
host in the world. 

“I knew him,’' said Brotteaux, “and I may add 
without boasting that I was for some while one of 
his most intimate friends; he had a taste for low 
society. He was an amiable man, and for all his 
affectation of telling fairy tales, there was more 
sound philosophy in his little finger than in the 
heads of all you Jacobins, who are for making us 
virtuous and God-fearing by Act of Parliament. 
Upon my word I prefer our simple-minded theo- 
phagists who know not what they say nor yet what 
they do, to these mad law-menders, who make it 
their business to guillotine us in order to render as 
wise and •virtuous and adorers of the Supreme Being 
who has created tl^em in His likeness. In former 
days I used to have Mass said in the Chapel at Les^ 
Ilettes by a poor devil oP a Cure who used to say 
in his cups: ‘Don’t let’s speak ill of sinners; we 
live by ’em, we priests, unworthy as we are!’ You 
must agree, sir, this prayer-monger held sound 
maxims of government. We should adopt his prin- 
ciples, and govern men as being what they are and 
not what we should like them to be.” 

Rose Thevenin had meantime drawn closer to 
the old man. She kqew he had lived on a grand 
scale, and the thought of this gilded the ci-devant 
financier’s present poverty, which sjie deemed less 
humiliating as being due to general causes, the re-* 
suit of the public bankruptcy. She saw in him, with 
curiosity not unmixed with respect, the survival of 
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one of those open-handed millionaires of whom her 
elder comrades of the stage spoke with sighs of un- 
feigned .regret. Besides, the old fellow in his plum- 
coloured coat, so threadbare and so well brushed, 
pleased her by his agreeable address. 

“Monsieur Brotteaux,” she said to him, “we 
know how once upon a time, in a noble park, on 
moonlight nights, you would slip into the shade of 
myrtle groves with actresses and dancing-gills to 
the far-off shrilling of flutes and fiddles. . . . Alas! 
they were more lovely, were they not, your goddesses 
of the Opera and the Gjmedie-Franfaise, than we 
of to-day, we poor little National actresses?” 

** Never think it. Mademoiselle,” returned Brot- 
teaux, “but believe me, if one like you had been 
known in those days, she would have moved alone, 
as sovereign queen without a rival (little as she 
would have desired such solitude), in the park you 
are obliging enough to form so flattering <3 picture 
of. . . 

‘ It was quite a rustic inn, this Hotel de la Cloche. 
A branch of holly iiung over the great waggon doors 
that opened on a courtyard where fowls were always 
pecking about in the damp soil. On the far side 
of this stood the house itself, consisting of a ground 
floor and one storey above, crowned by a high- 
pitched tiled roof and with walls almost hidden under 
old climbing rose-trees covered with blossom. To 
the right, trimmed fruit-trees showed their tops 
above the low garden wall.* To the left was the 
stable, with ^n outside manger and a bam sup* 
ported by wo(>den pillars. A ladder leant against 
^he wall. Here again, under a shed crowded with 
agricultural implements and stumps of trees, a 
white cock was keeping an eye on his hens from the 
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top of a broken-down cabriolet. The courtyard was 
enclosed on this side by cow-sheds, in front of which 
rose in mountainous grandeur a dunghill which at 
this moment a girl as broad as she was long, with 
straw-coloured hair, was turning over with a pitch- 
fork. The liquid manure filled her sabots and bathed 
her bare feet, and you could see the heels rise out 
of her shoes every now and then as yellow as saffron. 
Her petticoats were kilted and revealed the filth on 
her enormous calves and thick ankles. While 
Philippe Desmahis was staring at her, surprised and 
tickled by the whimsicalities of nature in framing 
this odd example of breadth without length, the 
landlord shouted: 

“Ho, there I Tronche, my girl! go fetch some 
water 1“ 

She turned her head, showing a scarlet face and 
a vast mouth in which one huge front tooth was 
missing. ‘If had needed nothing less than a bull’s 
horn to effect a breach in that powerful jaw. She 
stood there grinning, pitchfork <gn shoulder. 
sleeves were rolled up and her.arrns, as thick a^ an- 
other woman’s thighs, gleamed in the sun. 

The table was laid in, the farm kitchen, where a 
brace of fowls was roasting, — they were almost 
done to a turn, — under the hood of the open fire- 
place, above which hung two or three old fowling- 
pieces by way of ornament. The bare white-washed 
room, twenty feet long, was lighted only through 
the panes of greenish glass let into the door and by 
a single window, framed in roses, near which the 
grandmother sat turning her spinning-wheel. She 
wore a coif and a lace frilling in the fashion of the^ 
Regency. Her gnarled, earth-stained fingers held 
the distaff. Flies clustered about her lids without 
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her trying to drive them away. As a child in her 
mother’s arms, she had seen Louis XIV go by in 
his coach. 

Sixty years ago she had made the journey to 
Paris. In a weak sing-song voice she told the tale 
to the three young women, standing in front of her, 
how she had seen the Hotel de Ville, the Tuileries 
and the Samaritaine, and how, when she was cross- 
ing the Pont-Royal, a barge loaded with apples for 
the Marche du Mail had broken up, the apples had 
floated down the current and the river was all red 
with the rosy-cheeked fruit. 

She had been told of the changes that had occurred 
of late in the kingdom, and in particular of the coil 
there was betwixt the cures who had taken the oath 
and the nonjuring cures. She knew likewise there 
had been wars and famines and portents in the sky. 
She did not believe the King was dead. They had 
contrived his escape, she would have itj by a sub- 
terranean passage, and had landed over to the 
headsman in his stead a man of the common people. 

ivi the old woAian’s feet, in his wicker cradle, 
Jeannot, the last born of the Poitrines, was cutting 
his teeth. The citoyenne Thevenin lifted the cradle 
and smiled at the child, which moaned feebly, worn 
out with feverishness and convulsions. It must 
have been very ill, for they had sent for the doctor, 
the citoyen Pelleport, who, it is true, being a deputy- 
substitute to the Convention, asked no payment 
for his visits. « 

The citoyeitne Thevenin, an innkeeper’s daughter 
herself, was ii| her element; not satisfied with the 
*way the farm-girl had washed the plates and dishes, 
she gave an extra wipe to the crockeiy and glass, an 
eitra polish to the knives and forks. >^ile the 
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citoyenne Poitrinc was attending to the soup, which 
she tasted from time to time as a good cook should, 
Elodie was cutting up into slices a four-pound loaf 
hot from the oven. Gamelin, when he saw what she 
was doing, addressed her: 

“A few days ago I read a book written by a young 
German whose name I have forgotten, and which 
has been very well translated into French. In it 
you “have a beautiful young girl named Charlotte, 
who, like you, Elodie, was cutting bread and butter, 
and like you, cutting it gracefully, and so prettily that 
at the sight the young Werther fell in love with her.” 

“And it ended in their marrying?” asked Elodie. 

“No,” replied Evariste; “it ended in Werther's 
death by violence.” 

They dined well, they were all very hungry; but 
the fare was indifferent. Jean Blaise complained 
bitterly; he was a great trencherman and made it a 
rule of conduct to feed well; and no doubt what 
urged him to elaborate his gluttony into a system, 
was the general scarcity. In every household the 
Revolution had overturned the^ cooking pot. 
common run of citizens had nothing to che>f^pon. 
Clever folks like Jean Blaise, who made big profits 
amid the general wretdiedness, went to the cook- 
shop where they showed their astuteness by stuff- 
ing themselves to repletion. As for Brotteaux who, 
in this year II of liberty, was living on chestnuts 
and bread-crusts, he could remember having supped 
at Grimod de la Reynierc’s at the near end of the 
Champs Ely sees. Eager to win thp repute of an 
accomplished gourmand he reeled off, sitting there 
before Dame Poitrine’s bacon and citbbages, a string 
of artful kitchen recipes and wise gastronomic max- 
ims. Presently, when Gamelin protested that a Re- 
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publican scorns the pleasures of the table, the old 
financier, always a lover of antiquity, gave the young 
Spartan the true recipe for the famous black broth. 

After 'dinner, Jean Blaise, who never forgot busi- 
ness, set his itinerant academy to make studies and 
sketches of the inn, which struck him as quite ro- 
mantic in its dilapidation. While Philippe Desmahis 
and Philippe Dubois were drawing the cow-houses 
the girl Tronche came out to fped the pigs. ‘The 
citoyen Pelleport, officer of health, who at the same 
moment appeared at the door of the farm kitchen 
where he had been bestowing his professional services 
on the Poitrine baby, stepped up to the artists and 
after complimenting them on their talents, which 
were an honour to the whole nation, pointed to the 
Tronche girl in the middle of her porkers: 

“You see that creature,” he said, “it is not one 
girl, it is two girls. I speak by the letter, under- 
stand that. I was amazed at the extraordinary 
massiveness of her bony framework and I examined 
Jher, to discover she had most of the bones in du- 
pllt!«<e — in each thigh two femurs welded together, 
in ea^ shoulder a dcftible humerus. Some of her 
muscles are likewise in duplicate. It is a case, in 
my view, of a pair of twins d’ssociated or rather con- 
founded together. It is an interesting phenomenon. 
I notified Monsieur Saint-Hilaire of the facts, and 
he thanked me. It is a monster you see before 
you, eitoyens. The people here call her ‘the girl 
Tronche’; they should say ‘the girls Trenches,’ 
for there arc two of them. Nature has these freaks. 
. . , Good evening, eitoyens; we shall have a storm 
tc^night. . . .” ® 

After supper by candle-light, the Academy Blaise 
adjourned to the courtyard where they were joined 
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by a son and daughter of the house in a game of 
blindman's-bufF, in which the young folks, both men 
and women, displayed a feverish energy sufficiently 
accounted for by the high spirits proper to their age 
without seeking an explanation in the wild and pre- 
carious times in which they lived. When it was 
quite dark, Jean Blaise proposed children’s games 
in the farm kitchen. £lodie suggested the game of 
“hunt my heart,” ^nd this was agreed to unani- 
mously. Under the girl’s direction Philippe Desmahis 
traced in chalk, on diflFerent pieces of furniture, on 
doors and walls, seven hearts, that is to say one less 
than there were players, for old Brotteaux had 
obligingly joined the rest. They danced round in a 
ring singing “La Tour, prends garde!” and at a sig- 
nal from Elodie, each ran to put a hand on a heart. 
Gamelin in his absent-minded clumsiness was too 
late to find pne vacant, and had to pay a forfeit, the 
little knIfS he had bought for six sous at the fair of 
Saint-Germain and with which he had cut the loaf 
for his mother in fier poverty. The game went on. 
and one after the other Blaise; Elodie, B^t..dux 
and Rose Thevenin failed to touch a heart; each 
paid a forfeit in turn — a ring, a reticule, a little 
morocco-bound book, a* bracelet. Then the forfeits 
were raffled on Elodie’s lap, and each player had to 
redeem his property by showing his society accom- 
plishments — singing a song or reciting a poem. 
Brotteaux chose the speech of the patron saint of 
France in the first canto of the Pucelle: 

• 

Je suis Denis et saint de mon nastier, 

J’aime la Gaule, ...” * 


• “I am Denis, and sainthood is my trade, 
I love the land of Gaul, . . . etc.” 
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The citoyen Blaise, though a far less well-read man, 
replied without hesitation with Richemond’s ripost: 

• ** Monsieur le Saint, ce n*4tait pas la peine 
D*abandonner le celeste domaine ..." * 


At that time everybody was reading and re-read- 
ing with delight the masterpiece of the French 
Ariosto; the most serious of men smiled over the 
loves of Jeanne and Dunois, the adventures of Agnes 
and Monrose and the exploits of the winged ass. 
Every man of cultivation knew by heart the choice 
passages of this diverting and philosophical poem. 
Evariste Gamelin himself, stern-tempered as he 
was, when he recovered his twopenny knife from 
Elodie’s lap, recited the going down of Grisbourdon 
into hell, with a good deal of spirit. The citoyenne 
Thevenin sang without accompaniment Nina’s 
ballad: 

**Quand le bien-aime reviendra.” * 


esmahis sang to the tune of Ld Faridondaine: 


4 ^ 68 ^ 


"Quelquc»-uns prirent le cochon 
De ce bon saint Antoine, 

£t lui mettant qp capuchon, 

I Is en firent un moine. 

II n'en coOtait que la la^on . . f 


All the same Desmahis was in a pensive mood. 


• "Well, well, sir Saint, ’twas hardly worth your pains 
Thus to forsake the heavenly domains. . . 

% 

"Some ribalds took the pig, 
c Of the good St. Anthony, 

And clapping a cowl on*s hea^, 

They made the brute a monk. 

'Twas all a matter of dress. . . 
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For the moment he was ardently in love with all 
the three women with whom he was playing for- 
feits, and was casting burning looks of soft appeal 
at each in turn. He loved Rose Thevenin for her 
grace, her supple figure, her clever acting, her roving 
glances, and her voice that went straight to a man’s 
heart; he loved £lodie, because he recognized in- 
stinctively her rich endowment of temperament and 
her kind, complaisant humour; he loved Julienne 
Hasard, despite her colourless hair, her pale eye- 
lashes, her freckles and her thin bust, because, like 
Dunois in Voltaire’s Pucelle, he was always ready, 
in his generosity, to give the least engaging a token 
of love — and the more so in this instance because 
she appeared to be for the moment the most neg- 
lected, and therefore the most amenable to his at- 
tentions. Without a trace of vanity, he was never 
sure of these^ being agreeable; nor yet was he ever 
sure of their not being. So he never omitted to offer 
them on the chance. Taking advantage of the op- 
portunities offered By the game of forfeits, he made 
some tender speeches to Rose Thevenin, who sj|}pwed 
no displeasure, but could hardly say much in return 
under the jealous eyes of the citoyen Jean Blaise. 
He spoke more warmly still to the citoyenne £lodie, 
whom he knew to be pledged to Gamelin, but he 
was not so exacting as to want a heart all to him- 
self. £lodie could never care for him; but she 
thought him a handsome fellow and did not alto- 
gether succeed in hiding the fact from him. Finally, 
he whispered his most ardent vows in*the ear of the 
citoyenne Hasard, which she received with an air of 
bewildered stupefaction that might equally express 
abject submission or chill indifference. And Des- 
mahis did not believe she was indifferent to him. 
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The inn contained only two bedrooms, both on 
the first floor and opening on the same landing. 
That to the left, the better of the two, boasted a 
flowered paper and a looking-glass the size of a man’s 
hand, the gilt frame of which had been blackened 
by generations of flies since the days when Louis 
XIV was a child. In it, under sprigged muslin cur- 
tains, stood two beds with down pillows, coverlets 
and counterpanes. This room, was reserved for the 
three citoyennes. 

When the time came to retire, Desmahis and the 
citoyenne Hasard, each holding a bedroom candle- 
stick, wished each other good-night on the landing. 
The amorous engraver quickly passed a note to the 
colourman’s daughter, beseeching her to come to 
him, when everybody was asleep, in the garret, which 
was over the citoyennes’ chamber. 

With judicious foresight, he had taken care in the 
course of the day to study the lie of the land and ex- 
plore the garret in question, which was full of strings 
of onions, apples and pears left there to ripen with 
a s^K^rm of wasps crawling over them, chests and 
old trunks. He ha'll even noticed an old bed of 
sacking, decrepit and now disused, as far as he could 
see, and a palliasse, all ripped up and jumping with 
fleas. 

Facing the citoyennes’ room was another of very 
mpdest dimensions containing three beds, where 
the men of the party were to sleep, in such comfort 
as they might. But Brotteaux, who was a Sybarite, 
betook himself to the bam to sleep among the hay. 
As for Jean Blaise, he had disappeared. Dubois and 
•Gamelin were soon asleep. Desmahis went to bed; 
but no sooner had the silence of night, like a stag- 
nant pool, enveloped the house, than the engraver 
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got up and climbed the wooden staircase, which 
creaked under his bare feet. The door of the garret 
stood ajar. From within came a breath of stifling 
hot air, mingled with the acrid smell of rotting fruit. 
On the broken-down bed of sacking lay the girl 
Tronche, fast asleep with her mouth open. 


Desmahis returned to his room, where he slept 
soundly and peacefully till daybreak. 

On the morrow, after a last day’s work, the itin- 
erant Academy took the road back to Paris. When 
Jean Blaise paid jnine host in assignats, the citoym 
Poitrine complained bitterly that he never saw what 
he called “ square money ” nowadays, and promised 
a fine candle to the beggar who’d bring back the 
“ yellow boys ” again. 

He offered the citoyennes their pick of flowers. 
At his orders, the girl Tronche mounted on a ladder 
in her sabots and kilted skirts, giving a full view of 
her noble, much-bespattered calves, and was indefati- 
gable in cutting blossoms from the climbing roses 
that covered the wall. From her huge hands the 
flowers fell in showers, in torrents, in avalanches, 
into the laps of ^ilodie. Julienne, and Rose Thevenin, 
who held out their skirts to catch them. The car- 
riage was full of them. The whole party, when they 
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got back at nightfall, carried armfuls 'home, and 
their sleeping and waking were perfumed with their 
fragrance. 



XI 


N the forenoon of the 7 th September 
the citoyenne Rochemaure, on her 
way to visit Gamelin, the new juror, 
whdse interest she wished to solicit 
on behalf of an acquaintance, who 
had been denounced as a suspect, 
encountered on the landing the ci- 
devant Brotteaux des Ilettes, who had been her lover 
in the old happy days. Brotteaux was just starting 
to deliver a gross of dar cing-dolls of his manufacture 
to the toy-merchant in the Rue de la Loi ; for their 
more convenient carriage he had hit on the idea of 
tying tl}Qjm*at the end of a pole, as the street hawkers 
do with their commodities. His manners were al- 
ways chivalrous towards women, even to those whose 
fascination for him had been blunted by long famil- 
iarity, as could hardly fail •to be the c«3e with 
Madame de Rochemaure, — unless indeed he found 
her appetizing with the added seasoning of betrayal, 
absence, unfaithfulness and fat. Be this as it may, 
he now greeted her on the sordid stairs with their 
cracked tiles as courteously as he had ever done on 
the steps before the entrance-door of Les Ilettes, 
and begged her to do him the honour of entering 
his garret. She climbed the ladder .nimbly enough 
and found herself under a timbering, the sloping 
beams of which supported a tiled roof pierced wjtb 
a skylight. It was impossible to stand upright. 
She sat down on the only chair there was in the 
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wretched place ; after a brief glance a| the bro- 
ken tiling, she asked in a tone of surprise and 
sorrow : 

“ Is this where you live, Maurice ? You need have 
little fear of intruders. One must be an imp or a 
cat to find you here.” 

“ I am cramped for space,” returned the ci-devant 
millionaire ; “and I do not deny the fact that some- 
times it rains on my pallet. It is a trifling incon- 
venience. And on fine nights I* can see the moon, 
symbol and confidant of men’s loves. For the moon, 
Madame, since the world began, has been apostro- 
phized by lovers, and at her full, with her pale round 
face, she recalls to the fond swain’s mind the object 
of his desires.” 

“ I know,” sighed the citoyenne. 

“ When their time comes the cats make a fine pan- 
demonium in the rain gutter yonder. But we must 
forgive love if it makes them caterwaul and swear 
on the tiles, seeing how it fills the lives of men with 
torments and villanics.” , 

Both had had the tact to greet each other as 
friends vfcho had parted, the night before to take their 
night’s rest, and though grown strangers to each 
other, they conversed with a good grace and on a 
footing of friendliness. 

At the same time Madame de Rochemaure seemed 
pensive. The Revolution, which had for a long 
while'been pleasant and profitable to her, was now 
a source of anxiety and disquietude ; her suppers 
were growing less brilliant and less merry. The 
notes of her harp no longer charmed the cloud from 
sombre faces. Her play-tables were forsaken by the 
most lavish punters. Many of her cronies, now 
numbered among the suspects, were in hiding ; her 
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lover, McA-hardt the financier, was under arrest, and 
it was on his behalf she had come to sound the juror 
Gamelin. She was suspect herself. A posse of Na- 
tional Guards had made a search at her house, had 
turned out the drawers of her cabinets, prised up 
boards in her floor, thrust their bayonets into her 
mattresses. They had found nothing, had made 
their apologies and drunk her wine. But they had 
cotne very near lighting on her correspondence with 
an emigre. Monsieur d’Expilly. Certain friends he 
had among the Jacobins had warned her that Henry, 
her handsome favourite, was beginning to com- 
promise his party by his violent language, which 
was too extravagant to be sincere. 

Elbows on knees and head on fist, she sat buried 
in thought; then turning to her old lover sitting on 
the palliasse, she asked: 

“What do you think of it all, Maurice?” 

“I i^iirk these good gentry give a philosopher and 
an amateur of the shows of life abundant matter 
for reflection arvi amusement; but that it would be 
better for you, my dear, if you were out of France.” 

“Maurice, where will it land us?” ^ 

“That is what you asked me, Louise, one day we 
were driving on the banks of the Cher, on the road 
to Les Ilettes; the horse, you remember, had taken 
the bit in his teeth and was galloping off with us at 
a frantic pace. How inquisitive women are! to-day, 
for the second time, you want to know where we are 
going to. Ask the fortune-tellers. I am not a 
wizard, sweetheart. And philosophy, even the 
soundest, is of small help for revealing the future. 
These things will have an endc everything has. 
One may foresee divers issues. The triumph cff the 
Coalition and the entry of the allies into Paris. 
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They are not far off; yet I doubt if they will get 
there. These soldiers of the Republic take their 
beatings with a zest nothing can extinguish. It 
may be Robespierre will marry Madame Royale and 
have himself proclaimed Protector of the Kngdom 
during the minority of Louis XVII.” 

“You think so!” exclaimed the citoyenne, agog 
to have a hand in so promising an intrigue. 

“Again it may be,” Brotteaux went on, “thatia 
Vendee will win the day and the rule of the priests 
be set up again over heaps of ruins and piles of 
corpses. You cannot conceive, dear heart, the em- 
pire the clergy still wields over the masses of the 
foolish, ... I beg pardon, I meant to say, — of ‘the 
Faithful’; it was a slip of the tongue. The most 
likely thing, in my poor opinion, is that the Revo- 
lutionary Tribunal will bring about the destruction 
of the regime it has established; it is a menace over 
too many heads. Those it terrifies are without 
number; they will unite together, and to destroy it 
they will destroy the whole systemi of government. 
I think you have got our young friend Gamelin 
posted to«this court. He is virtuous; he will be 
implacable. The more I think of it, fair friend, the 
more convinced I am that this Tribunal, set up to save 
the Republic, will destroy it. The Convention has 
resolved to have, like Royalty, its Grands Jours^ its 
Chambre Ardente, and to provide for its security by 
means of magistrates appointed by itself and by it 
kept in subjection. But how inferior are the Con- 
vention’s Grands Jours to those of the Monarchy, 


*G>;pnis Jours, — un&r the ancien regime, an extraordinary 
asaize held by judges qiecially appointed by the King and acting 
in his name. 
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and its Chambre Ardente to that of Louis XIV! The 
Revolutionary Tribunal is dominated by a senti> 
ment of mean-spirited justice and common equality 
that will quickly make it odious and ridiculous and 
will disgust everybody. Do you know, Louise, that 
this tribunal, which is about to cite to its bar the 
Queen of France and twenty-one legislators, yester- 
day condemned a servant-girl convicted of crying: 
‘Vi'^e le Roil’ with malicious intent and in the 
hope of destroying the Republic? Our judges, with 
their black hats and plumes, are working on the 
model of that William Shakespeare, so dear to the 
heart of Englishmen, who drags in coarse buffoon- 
eries in the middle of his most tragic scenes.” 

“Ah, well! Maurice,” asked the citoyenne, “are 
you still as fortunate as ever with women?” 

“Alasl” replied Brotteaux, “the doves flock to 
the bright new dovecote and light no more on the 
ruined tower.” 

“You have not changed. . . . Good-bye, dear 
friend, — till we m^t again.” 

The same evening the dragoon Henry, paying a 
visit uninvited at Madame de Rochemaure’s, found 
her in the act of sealing a letter on which he read 
the address of the citoyen Rauline at Vernon. The 
letter, he knew, was for England. Rauline used to 
receive Madame de Rochemaure’s communications 
by a postilion of the posting-service and send them 
on to Dieppe by the hands of a fishwife. The mas- 
ter of a fishing-smaclt delivered them under cover 
of night to a British ship cruising off the coast; an 
emigre. Monsieur d’Expilly, received them in London 
and passed them on, if he thought it advisable, to 
the Cabinet of Saint James’s. 
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Henry was young and good looking; Achilles was 
not such a paragon of grace and vigour when he 
donned the armour Ulysses offered him. But the 
citoyenne Rochemaure, once so enraptured by the 
charms of the young hero of the Commune, now 
looked askance at him; her mood had changed 
since the day she was told how the young soldier 
had been denounced at the Jacobins as one whose 
zeal outran discretion and that he might compromise 
and ruin her. Henry thought it might not break 
his heart perhaps to leave off loving Madame de 
Rochemaure; but he was piqued to have fallen in 
her good graces. He counted on her to meet sundry 
expenses in which the service of the Republic had 
involved him. Last but not least, remembering to 
what extremities women will proceed and how they 
go in a flash from the most ardent tenderness to the 
coldest indifference, and how easy they find it to 
sacrifice what once they held dear and destroy what 
once they adored, he began to suspect that some 
day his fascinating mistress might have him thrown 
into prison to get rid of him. Common prudence 
urged hihi to regain His lost ascendancy and to this 
end he had come armed with all his fascinations. 
He came near, drew away, came near again^ hovered 
round her, ran from her, in the approved fashion of 
seduction in the ballet. Then he threw himself in 
an armchair and in his irresistible voice, his voice 
that went straight to women’s hearts, he extolled 
the charms of nature and solitude and with a 
lovelorn sigh proposed an expedition to Ermenon- 
ville. 

• Meanwhile sfie was striking chords on her harp 
and looking about her with an expression of impa- 
tience and boredom. Suddenly Henry got up with 
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a gesture of gloomy resolution and informed her that 
he was starting for the army and in a few days 
would be before Maubeuge. 

Without a sign either of scepticism or surprise 
she nodded her approval. 

“You congratulate me on my decision?” 

“I do indeed.” 

She was expecting a new admirer who was in- 
finitfly to her taste>and from whom she hoped to 
reap great advantages, — a contrast in every way to 
the old, a Mirabeau come to life again, a Danton 
rehabilitated and turned army-contractor, a lion 
who talked of pitching every patriot into the Seine. 
She was on tenter-hooks, thinking to hear the bell 
ring at any moment. 

To hasten Henry’s departure, she fell silent, 
yawned, fingered a score, and yawned again. See- 
ing he made no move to go, she told him she had to 
go out anti withdrew into her dressing-room. 

• He called to her in a broken voice: 

‘‘Farewell, Loui'se! . . . Shall I ever see you 
again?” — and his hands were busy fumblii^ in the 
open writing-desk. 

When he reached the street, he opened the letter 
addressed to the citoyen Rauline and read it with 
absorbed attention. Indeed it drew a curious pic- 
ture of the state of public feeling in France. It 
spoke of the Queen, of the actress Rose Thevenin, 
of the Revolutionary Tribunal and a host of con- 
fidential remarks emfnating from that worthy, 
Brotteaux des Ilettes, were repeated in it. 

Having read to the end and restori^d the missive 
to his pocket, he stood hesitating a few moments^ 
then, like a man who has made up his mind and says 
to himself “the sooner the better,” he turned his 
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steps to the Tuileries and found his way into 
the antechamber of the Committee of General 
Security. 

The same day, at three o’clock of the afternoon, 
Evariste Gamelin was seated on the jurors’ bench 
along with fourteen colleagues, most of whom he 
knew, simple-minded, honest, patriotic folks, savants, 
artists or artisans, — a painter like himself, an irtist 
in black-and-white, both men of talent, a surgeon, 
a cobbler, a ci-devant marquis, who had given high 
proofs of patriotism, a printer, two or three small 
tradesmen, a sample lot in a word of the inhabitants 
of Paris. There they sat, in the workman’s blouse 
or bourgeois coat, with their hair close-cropped d 
la Titus or clubbed d la catogan; there were cocked- 
hats tilted over the eyes, round hats clapped on the 
back of the head, red caps of liberty sniothering the 
ears. Some were dressed in coat, flapped*waistcoat 
and breeches, as in olden days, others in the car-* 
tnagnole and striped trousers of the sansculottes. 
Wearing top-boots or buckled shoes or sabots, they 
offered tn their persons every variety of masculine 
attire prevalent at that date. Having all of them 
occupied their places on several previous occasions, 
they seemed very much at their ease, and Gamelin 
envied them their unconcern. His own heart was 
thumping, his ears roaring; a mist was before his 
eyes and everything about him took on a livid 
tinge. 

When the usher announced the opening of the 
sitting, three fudges took their places on a raised 
platform of no great size in front of a green table. 
They wore hats cockaded and crowned with great 
black plumes and the official cloak with a tricolouf 
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riband front which a heavy silver medal was suspend- 
ed on the breast. In front of them at the foot of the 
dais, sat the deputy of the Public Prosecutor, simi- 
larly attired. The clerB^of the court had a seat be- 
tween the judges’ bench and the prisoner’s chair, at 
present unoccupied. To Gamelin’s eyes these men 
wore a diflFerent aspect from that of every day; they 
seemed nobler, graver, more alarming, albeit their 
bearing was commonplace enough as they turned 
over papers, beckoned to an usher or leant back to 
listen to some communication from a juryman or 
an officer of the court. 

Above the judges’ heads hung the tables of the 
Rights of Man; to their right and left, against the 
old feudal walls, the busts of Le Peltier Saint- 
Fargeau and Marat. Facing the jury bench, at the 
lower end of the hall, rose the public gallery. The 
first row of seats was filled by women, who all, fair, 
brown aod grey-haired alike, wore the high coif with 
the pleated tucker shading their cheeks; the breast, 
which invariably, ^s decreed by the fashion of the 
day, showed the amplitude of the nursing mother’s 
bosom, was covered with a crossed whiter kerchief 
or the rounded bib of a blue apron. They sat with 
folded arms resting on the rail of the tribune. Be- 
hind them, scattered about the rising tiers, could be 
seen a sprinkling of citizens dressed in the varied 
garb which at that date gave every gathering so 
striking and picturesque a character. On the right 
hand, near the doors, behind a broad barrier, a space 
was reserved where the public could |tand. On this 
occasion it was nearly empty. The business that 
was to occupy the attention of'^his particular 
section of the tribunal interested only a few 
spectators, while doubtless the other sections sitting 
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at the same hour would be hearing m<5re exciting 
cases. 

This fact somewhat reassured Gamelin; his heart 
was like to fail him as it wao,’and he could not have 
endured the heated atmosphere of one of the great 
days. His eyes took in the most trifling details of 
the scene, — the cotton-wool in the greffiers ear and 
a blot of ink on the Deputy Prosecutor’s papers. 
He could see, as through a magnifying glass, • the 
capitals of the pillars sculptured at a time when all 
knowledge of the classical orders was forgotten and 
which crowned the Gothic columns with wreaths 
of nettle and holly. But wherever he looked, his 
gaze came back again and again to the fatal chair; 
this was of an antiquated make, covered in red 
Utrecht velvet, the seat worn and the arms black- 
ened with use. Armed National Guards stood guard- 
ing every door. 

At last the accused appeared, escortefl by grena- 
diers, but with limbs unbound, as the law directed. 
He was a man of fifty or thereabouts, lean and dry, 
with a brown face, a very bald head, hollow cheeks 
and thindivid lips, dressed in an out-of-date coat of 
a sanguine red. No doubt it was fever that made 
his eyes glitter like jewels and gave his cheeks their 
shiny, varnished look. He took his seat. His legs, 
which he crossed, were extraordinarily spare and 
his grea^t knotted hands met round the knees they 
clasped. His name was Marie-Adolphe Guillergues, 
and he was accused of malversation in the supply of 
forage to the I^epublican troops. The act of indict- 
ment laid to his charge numerous and serious offences, 
of^which no sin^e one was positively certain. Under 
examination, Guillergues denied the majority of the 
charges and explained the rest In a light favourable 
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to himself. *He spoke in a cold, precise way, with 
a marked ability and gave the impression of being a 
dangerous man to have business dealings with. He 
had an answer for everything. When the judge 
asked him an embarrassing question, his face re- 
mained unmoved and his voice confident, but his 
two hands, folded on his breast, kept twitching in 
an agony. Gamelin was struck by this and whis- 
perert to the colleague sitting next him, a painter 
like himself: 

“Watch his thumbs 1” 

The first witness to depose alleged a number of 
most damaging facts. He was the mainstay of the 
prosecution. Those on the other hand who fol- 
lowed showed themselves well disposed to the 
prisoner. The Deputy of the Public Prosecutor spoke 
strongly, but did not go beyond generalities. The 
advocate for the defence adopted a tone of bluff 
convictioir of his client’s innocence that earned the 
accused a sympathy he had failed to secure by his 
own efforts. The fitting was suspended and the 
jury assembled in the room set apart for delibera- 
tion. There, after a confused and confu^ng dis- 
cussion, they found themselves divided in two 
groups about equal in number. On the one side 
were the unemotional, the lukewarm, the men of 
reason, whom no passion could stir, on the other the 
kind who let their feelings guide them, who prove 
all but inaccessible to argument and only consult 
their heart. These always voted guilty. They were 
the true metal, pure and unadulterated; their only 
thought was to save the Republic and they cared 
not a straw for anything else. Their attitude made 
a strong impression on Gamelin who felt he was of 
the same kidney himself. 
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“This Guillergues,” he thought to Himself, “is 
a cunning scamp, a villain who has speculated in 
the forage supplied to our cavalry. To acquit him 
is to let a traitor escape, tb be false to the father- 
land, to devote the army to defeat.” And in a flash 
Gamelin could see the Hussars of the Republic, 
mounted on stumbling horses, sabred by the 
enemy’s cavalry. . . . “ But if Guillergues was in- 
nocent . . .?” . • 

Suddenly he remembered Jean Blaise, likewise 
suspected of bad faith in the matter of supplies. 
There were bound to be many others acting like Guil- 
lergues and Blaise, contriving disaster, ruining the 
Republic 1 An example must be made. But if Guil- 
lergues was innocent . . . ? 

“There are no proofs,” said Gamelin, aloud. 

“There never are,” retorted the foreman of the 
jury, shrugging his shoulders; he was good metal, 
pure metal 1 * •• 

In the end, there proved to be seven votes for 
condemnation, eight for acquittal. 

The jury re-entered the hall and the sitting was 
resumed.^ The jurors were required to give reasons 
for their verdict, and each spoke in turn facing the 
empty chair. Some were prolix, others confined 
themselves to a sentence; one or two talked unin- 
telligible gabble. 

When Gamelin’s turn came, he rose and said: 

“In presence of a crime so heinous as that of rob- 
bing the defenders of the fatherland of the sinews 
of victory, we, need formal proofs which we have 
not got.” 

«By a majority of votes the accused was declared 
not guilty. 

Guillergues was brought in again and stood before 
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his judges amid a hum of sympathy from the spec- 
tators which conveyed the news of his acquittal to 
him. He was another«.man. His features had lost 
their harshness, his lip^ were relaxed again. He 
looked venerable; his face bore the impression of 
innocence. The President read out in tones of emo- 
tion the verdict releasing the prisoner; the audience 
broke into applause. The gendarme who had 
brought Guillergues in threw himself into his arms. 
The President called him to the dais and gave him 
the embrace of brotherhood. The jurors kissed 
him, while Gamelin’s eyes rained hot tears. 

The courtyard of the Palais, dimly lighted by the 
last rays of the setting sun, was filled with a howl- 
ing, excited crowd. The four sections of the Tri- 
bunal had the day before pronounced thirty sentences 
of death, and on the steps of the Great Stairway a 
throng of Ijicotenses squatted to see the tumbrils 
start. But Gamelin, as he descended the steps 
among the press of jurors and spectators, saw noth- 
ing, heard nothing but his own act of justice and 
humanity and the self-congratulation he felt at hav- 
ing recognized innocence. In the courtyfrd stood 
Elodie, all in white, smiling through her tears; she 
threw herself into his arms and lay there half faint- 
ing. When she had recovered her voice, she said 
to him: 

“Evariste, you are noble, you are good, you are 
generous! In the hall there, your voice, so gentle 
and manly, went right through me with its mag- 
netic waves. It electrified me. I gazed at you on 
your bench, I could see no one but .you. But you, 
dear heart, you never guessed I was there? Noth- 
ing told you I was present? I sat in the gallery in 
the second row to the right. By heaven! how sweet 



142 


THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 


it is to do the right! you saved that unhappy man’s 
life. Without you, it was all over with him; he was 
as good as dead. You hav^ given him back to life 
and the love of his friends/^ At this moment he must 
bless you. Evariste, how happy I am and how proud 
to love you!” 

Arm in arm, pressed close to one another, they 
went along the streets; their bodies felt so light they 
seemed to be flying. * 

They went to the Amour peintre. On reaching the 
Oratoire: 

“ Better not go through the shop,”Elodiesuggested. 

She made^ him go in by the main coach-door and 
mount the stairs with her to the suite of rooms 
above. On the landing she drew out of her reticule 
a heavy iron key. 

“It might be the key of a prison,” she exclaimed, 
“Evariste, you are going to be my prisoner.” 

They crossed the dining-room and'wwe in the 
girl’s bed-chamber. 

Evariste felt upon his the jrdent freshness of 
Elodie’s lips. He pressed her in his arms; with head 
thrown ^back and swooning eyes, her hair flowing 
loose over her relaxed form, half fainting, she 
escaped ^his hold and ran to shoot the bolt. . . . 

The night was far advanced when the citoyenne 
Blaise opened the outer door of the flat for her lover 
and whispered to him in the darkness. 

“Good-bye, sweetheart! it is the hour my father 
will be coming home. If you hear a noise on the 
stairs, go up, quick to the higher floor and don’t 
come down till all danger is over of your being seen. 
To have the Street-door opened, give three raps on 
the concierge’s window. Good-bye, my life, good- 
bye, my soul!” 
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When hie found himself in the street, he saw the 
window of Elodie’s chamber half unclose and a little 
hand pluck a red carnation, which fell at his feet 
like a drop of blood. 



XII 


NE evening when old Jtsrotteaux ar- 
rived in the Rue de la Loi bringing a 
gross of dancing-dolls for the citoyen 
Caillou, the toy-merchant, the latter, 
a soft-spoken, polite man as a Tule, 
stood there stiff and stern among his 
dolls and punch-and-judies and gave 
him a far from gracious welcome. 

“Have a care, citoyen Brotteaux,” he began, “have 
a care! There is a time to laugh, and a time to be 
serious; jokes are not always in good taste. A 
member of the Committee of Security of the Sec- 
tion, who inspected my establishment yesterday, 
saw your dancing-dolls and deemed them anti- 
revolutionary.” ‘ * • 

“He was jesting I ” declared Brotteaux. 

“Not so, citoyen, not at all. Hp is not the man to 
joke. He said in these little fellows the National 


representatives were insidiously mimicked, that in 
particular one could discover caricatures of Couthon, 
Saint-Just and Robespierre, and he seized the lot. 
It is a dead loss to me, to say nothing of the grave 
risks to which I am exposed.” 

“What! these Harlequins, these Gilles, these 
Scaramouches, these Colins and Colinettes, which I 
have painted the same as Boucher used to fifty years 
ago, how should they be parodies of Couthons and 
Saint-Justs! No sensible man could imagine such 
nothing.” 

“It is possible,” replied the citoyen Caillou, “that 
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you acted without malice, albeit we must always 
distrust a man of parts like you. But it is a danger- 
ous game. Shall I giye you an instance? Natoile, 
who runs a little outdoor theatre in the 'Champs 
Elysees, was arrested the day before yesterday for 
anti-patriotism, because he made Polichinelle poke 
fun at the Convention.” 

“Now listen to me,” Brotteaux urged, raising 
thtf cloth that covered his little dangling figures; 
“just look at these masks and faces, are they any- 
thing else whatever but characters in plays and 
pastorals ? How could you let yourself be persuaded, 
citoyen Caillou, that I was making fun of the Na- 
tional Convention?” 

Brotteaux was dumfounded. While .allowing 
much for human folly, he had not thought it possi- 
ble it could ever go so far as to suspect his Scara- 
mouches and Colinettes. Repeatedly he protested 
their innocence and his; but the citoyen Caillou 
would not hear a word. 

“Citoyen Brotteaux, take your dolls away. I 
est€em you, I honour you, but I do not mean to 
incur blame or get into trouble because <of you. I 
intend to remain a good citizen and to be treated 
as such. Good evening, citoyen Brotteaux; take 
your dolls away.” 

The old man set out again for home, carrying his 
suspects over his shoulder at the end of a pole, an 
object of derision to the children, who took him for 
the hawker of rat-poison. His thoughts were 
gloomy. No doubt, 'he did not five only by his 
dancing-dolls; he used to paint portraits at twenty 
sols apiece, under the archways of *doors or in .pne 
of the market halls, among the darners and old- 
clothes menders, where he found many a young 
10 
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recruit starting for the front and wanting to leave 
his likeness behind for his sweetheart. But these 
petty tasks cost him endless^ pains, and he was a 
long way from making as^ood portraits as he did 
dancing-dolls. Sometimes, ^o, he acted as amanuen* 
sis for the Market dames, but this meant mixing 
himself up in Royalist plots, and the risks were 
heavy. He remembered there lived in the Rue 
Neuve-des-Petits-Champs, near the erstwhile lUace 
Vendome, another toy-merchant, Joly by name, 
and he resolved to go next day to offer him the goods 
the chicken-hearted Caillou had declined. 

A fine rain began to fall. Brotteaux who feared 
its effects on his marionettes, quickened his pace. 
As he crossed the Pont-Neuf and was turning the 
corner of the Place de Thionville, he saw by the 
light of a street-lamp, sitting on a stone post, a lean 
old man who seemed utterly exhausted with fatigue 
and hunger, but still preserved his vehecable ap- 
pearance. He was dressed in a tattered surtout, 
had no hat and appeared over sixty. Approaching 
the poor wretch, Brotteaux recognised the Pere 
Longuenvre, the same he had saved from hanging 
six months before while both of them were waiting 
in queue in front of the bakery in the Rue de Jeru- 
salem. Feeling bound to the monk by the service 
he had already done him, Brotteaux stepped up to 
him and made himself known as the publican who 
had atood beside him among the common herd, one 
day of great scarcity, and asked him if he could not 
be of some use, to him. 

**You seem wearied. Father. Take a taste of 
co/dial,” — ^and ^Brotteaux drew from the pocket of 
his plum-coloured coat a flask of brandy, which lay 
there alongside his Lucretius. 
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“Drink. And I will help you to get back to your 
house.” 

The Pere Longuen^are pushed away the flask with 
his hand and tried to rir^, but only to fall back again 
in his seat. ^ 

“Sir,” he said in a weak but firm voice, “for three 
months I have been living at Picpus. Being warned 
they had come to arrest me at my lodging, yester- 
day at five o’clock of the afternoon, I did not return 
home. I have no place to go to; I am wandering 
the streets and am a little fatigued.” 

“Very well. Father,” proposed Brotteaux, “do 
me the honour to share my garret.” 

“Sir,” replied the Barnabite, “you know, I sup- 
pose, 1 am a suspect.” 

“I am one too,” said Brotteaux, “and my marion- 
ettes into the bargain, which is the worst thing of 
all. You see them exposed under this flimsy cloth 
to thejinfe rain that chills our bones. For, I must 
tell you. Father, that after having been a publican, 
I now make dancing-dolls for a living.” 

The Pere Longuemare took the hand the ci-devant 
financier extended to him and accept^ the hos- 
pitality offered. Brotteaux, in his garret, served 
him a meal of bread and cheese and wine, which 
last he had put to cool in the rain-gutter, for was 
he not a Sybarite? 

Having appeased his hunger: 

“Sir,” said the Pere Longuemare, “I ought to 
inform you of the circumstances that led to my flight 
and left me to die on yonder post where you found 
me. Driven from my cloister, I lived on the scanty 
allowance the Assembly had assigned to me; I gave 
lessons in Latin and Mathematics and 1 wrote 
pamphlets on the persecution of the Church of 
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France. I have even composed a work of some 
length, to prove that the Constitutional oath of the 
Priests is subversive of Ecclesiastical discipline. 
The advances made by th^ Revolution deprived me 
of all my pupils, while I fould not get my pension 
because I had not the certificate of citizenship re- 
quired by law. This certificate I went to the Hotel 
de Ville to claim, in th< conviction I was well en- 
titled to it. Member of an order founded by* the 
Apostle Paul himself, who boasted the title of Roman 
citizen, I always piqued myself on behaving after 
his example as a good French citizen, a respecter of 
all human laws which are not in opposition to the 
Divine. I presented my demand to Monsieur Colin, 
pork-butcher and Municipal officer, in charge of the 
delivery of certificates of the sort. He questioned 
me as to tny calling. I told him I was a Priest. He 
asked me if I was married, and on my answering 
that I was not, he told me that was the worse for 
me. Finally, after a variety of questions, he asked 
me if I had proved my citizenship on the loth 
August, the 2 nd September and the 31 st May. *‘No 
certificat«3 cn be given,’ he added, ‘except to 
such as have proved their patriotism by their be- 
haviour on these three occasions.’ I could not give 
him an answer that would satisfy him. However, 
he took down my name and address and promised 
me to make prompt enquiry into my case. He kept 
his word, and as the result of his enquiry two Com- 
missioners of the Committee of General Security of 
Picpus, supported by an ^med band, presented 
themselves at my lodging in my absence to conduct 
me to prison. do not know of what crime I am 
accused. But you will agree with me one must pity 
Monsieur Colin, whose wits are so clouded he holds 
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it a reproach to an ecclesiastic not to have made 
display of his patriotism on the loth August, the 
2nd September, and «he 31st May. A man capable 
of such a notion is surely deserving of cortimisera- 
tion.” Y 

“/ am in the same pli^it, I have no certificate,” 
observed Brotteaux. “We are both suspects. But 
you are weary. To bed, leather. We will discuss 
plans to-morrow for your safety.” 

He gave the mattress to his guest and kept the 
palliasse for himself; but the monk in his humility 
demanded the latter with so much urgency that his 
wish had to be complied with; otherwise he would 
have slept on the boards. 

These arrangement completed, Brotteaux blew 
out the candle both to save tallow and as a wise 
precaution. 

“Sir,” the monk addressed him, “I am thankful 
for wha#: y'ou are doing for me; but alas! it is of 
small moment to you whetl er I am grateful or no. 
May God account your act meritorious! That is of 
infinite concern for you. Lut God pays no heed to 
what is not done for his glory and is merely the out- 
come of purely natural virtue. Wherefore I beseech 
you, sir, to do for Him what you were led to do for 
me. 

“Father,” answered Brotteaux, “never trouble 
yourself on this head and do oot think of gratitude. 
What I am doing now, the merit of which you exag- 
gerate, — is not done for any love of you; for indeed, 
albeit you are a lovable man, Fathy, I know you 
too little to love you. Nor yet do I act so for love 
of humanity; for I am not so simple as to think with 
* Don Juan’ that humanity has rights; indeed this 
prejudice, in a mind so emancipated as his, grieves 
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me. I do it out of that selfishness which inspires 
mankind to perform all their deeds of generosity 
and self-sacrifice, by making them recognize them- 
selves in all who are unfort^ate, by disposing them 
to commiserate their own, Calamities in the calam- 
ities of others and by inciting them to offer help to 
a mortal resembling theix'selves in nature and des- 
tiny, so that they think /they are succouring them- 
selves in succouring him. 1 do it also for lackf of 
anything better to do; for life is so desperately in- 
sipid we must find distraction at any cost, and 
benevolence is an amusement, of a mawkish sort, 
one indulges in for want of any more savoury; I do 
it out of pride and to get an advantage over you; 
I do it, in a word, as part of a system and to show 
you what an atheist is capable of.’' 

“Do not calumniate yourself, sir,” replied the 
Pere Longuemare. “I have received of^ God more 
marks of grace than He has accorded you hitherto; 
but 1 am not as good a man as you, and am greatly 
your inferior in natural merits. •But now let me 
take an advantage too over you. Not knowing me, 
you cannot love me. And I, sir, without knowing 
you, I love you better than myself; God bids me 
do so.” 

Having so said, the Pere Longuemare knelt down 
on the floor, and after repeating his prayers, stretched 
himself on his palliasse and fell peacefully asleep. 



^XIII 



|VARISTE J^AMELIN occupied his 
place as juroiiof the Tribunal for the 
second time. \ Before the opening of 
the sitting, h^iscussed with his col- 
leagues the news that had arrived that 
morning. Some of it was doubtful, 
some untrue; but part was authentic 
— and appalling; the armies of the coalition in com- 
mand of all the roads and marching en masse on 
Paris, La Vendee triumphant, Lyons in insurrec- 
tion, Toulon surrendered to the English, who were 
landing fourteen thousand men there. 

For him and his fellow magistrates these were not 
only events of interest to all the world, but so many 
njatters of domestic concern. Foredoomed to perish 
in the ruin of the fatherland, they made the public 
salvation their own. proper business. The Nation’s 
interests, thus entangled with their own, dictated 
their opinions and passions and conduct. • 

Gamelin, where he sat on the jury bench, was 
handed a letter from Trubert, Secretary of the Com- 
mittee of Defence; it was to notify his appointment 
as Commissioner of Supplies of Powder and Salt- 
petre: 


" You ivill excavate aU the cdlars in the Section in order to extract 
the substances necessary for the manufacture of powder. To-morrow 
perhaps the enemy will be before Paris; the soil of the fatherland must 
provide us with the lightning we shall launch agarnst our aggressors. 
I send you herewith a schedule of instructions fi^im the Convention 
regarding the manipulation of saltpetres. Farewell and brotherly 
greeting.** 
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At that moment the accused was brought in. He 
was one of the last of the defeated Generals whom 
the Convention delivered ovfr one after the other 
to the -Tribunal, and the most insignificant. At 
sight of him Gamelin shuddered; once again he 
seemed to see the sameAoldier whom three weeks 
before, looking on as a spectator, he had seen sen- 
tenced and sent to thdp guillotine. The man was 
the same, with his obstinate, opinionated look;; the 
procedure was the same. He gave his answers in a 
cunning, brutish way that ruined the effect even of 
the most convincing. His cavilling and chicanery 
and the accusations he levelled against his subor- 
dinates, made you forget he was fulfilling the hon- 
ourable 'task of defending his honour and his life. 
Everything was uncertain, every statement dis- 
puted, — position of the armies, total of forces en- 
gaged, munitions of war, orders given, orders 
received, movements of troops; nobody kpew any- 
thing. It was impossible to make head or tail of 
these confused, nonsensical, aimless operations which 
had ended in disaster; defending counsel and the 
accused himself were as much in the dark as were 
accuser, judges, and jury, and strange to say, not a 
soul would admit, whether to himself or to other 
people, that this was the case. The judges took a 
childish delight in drawing plans and discussing 
problems of tactics and strategy, while the prisoner 
constantly betrayed his inborn predilection for 
crooked ways. 

The arguments dragged cn endlessly. And all the 
time Gamelin could see on the rough roads of the 
ijorth the amtnunition wagons stogged in the mire 
and the guns capsized in the ruts, and along alt the 
ways the broken and beaten columns flying in dis- 
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order, whfle from all sides the enemy’s cavalry was 
debouching by the abandoned defiles. And from 
this host of men betrayed he could hear a mighty 
shout going up in accusation of the General, When 
the hearing closed, darkness was falling on the hall, 
and the head of Marat Vleamed half-seen like a 
phantom above the President’s head. The jury was 
called upon to give judgment, but was of two minds. 
Gaipelin, in a hoarse, strar^led voice, but in reso- 
lute accents, declared the accused guilty of treason 
' against the Republic, and a murmur of approval 
rose from the crowd, a flattering unction to his 
youthful virtue. The sentence was read by the light 
of torches which cast a lurid, uncertain gleam on 
the prisoner’s hollow temples beaded with drops of 
sweat. Outside the doors, on the steps crowded 
with the customary swarm of cockaded harridans, 
Gamelin could hear his name, which the habitues of 
the Tribunal were beginning to know, passed from 
mouth to mouth, and was assailed by a bevy of 
tricoteuses who shook their fists in his face, demand- 
ing the head of the Austrian. 

The next day fivariste had to give judgment on 
the fate of a poor woman, the widow Meyrion. She 
distributed bread from house to house and tramped 
the streets pushing a little hand-cart and carrying 
a wooden tally hung at her waist, on which she cut 
notches with her knife representing the number of 
the loaves she had delivered. Her gains amounted 
to eight sous a day. The deputy of the Public Pro- 
secutor displayed an ex*'raordinary virulence towards 
the wretched creature, who had, it appears, shouted 
“yive le Roil” on several occasiotft, uttered anti- 
revolutionary remarks in the houses where she called 
to leave the daily dole of bread, and been mixed up 
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in a plot for the escape of the woman Capet. In 
answer to the Judge’s question she admitted the 
facts alleged against her; whether fool or fanatic, 
she professed Royalist sentiments of the most en- 
thusiastic sort and wait^ her doom. 

The Revolutionary '9ibunal made a point of 
proving the triumph of^quality by showing itself 
just as severe for streejf-porters and servant maids 
as for the aristocrats ai^ financiers. Gamelin could 
conceive no other system possible under a popular 
government. He would have deemed it a mark of 
contempt, an insult to the people, to exclude it from 
punishment. That would have been to consider it, 
so to speak, as unworthy of chastisement by the 
law. Reserved for aristocrats only, the guillotine 
would have appeared to him in the light of an in- 
iquitous privilege. In his thoughts he was begin- 
ning to erect chastisement into a religious and mystic 
dogma, to assign it a virtue, a merit of its own; he 
conceived that society owes punishment to crim- 
inals and that it is doing them an injustice to cheat 
them of this right. He declared tTie woman Meyrion 
guilty aq^ deserving of death, only regretting that 
the fanatics, more culpable than herself, who had 
brought her to her ruin, were not there to share her 
fate. 

Every evening almost Evariste attended the meet- 
ings of the Jacobins, who assembled in the former 
chapel of the Dominicans, commonly known as 
Jacobins, in fhe Rue Honore. In a courtyard, in 
which stood a tree of Liberty, a poplar whose leaves 
{;}iook and rustled all day in the wind, the chapel, 
built in a poor, clumsy style and surmounted by a 
heavy roof of tiles, showed its bare gable, pierced by 
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a round window and an arched doorway, above which 
floated the National colours, the flagstaff crowned 
with the cap of LibeAy. The Jacobins, like the Cor- 
deliers, and the Feuillants, had appropri'ated the 
premises and taken the name of the dispossessed 
monks. Gamelin, once a\ rf'.gular attendant at the 
sittings of the Cordeliers, cVi not find at the Jacobins 
the familiar sabots, carmagnoles and rallying cries 
of the Dantonists. In Rolespierre’s club adminis- 
trative reserve and bourgeois gravity were the order 
of the day. The Friend of the People was no more, 
and since his death Evariste had followed the lessons 
of Maximilien whose thought ruled the Jacobins, 
and thence, through a thousand affiliated societies 
was disseminated over all France. During the read- 
ing of the minutes, his eyes wandered over the bare, 
dismal walls, which, after sheltering the spiritual 
sons of the arch-inquisitor of heresy, now looked 
down on the assemblage of zealous inquisitors of 
crimes against the fatherland. 

There, without pomp or ceremony, sat the body 
that was the chiefest power of the State and ruled 
by force of words. It governed the cfty, the empire, 
dictated its decrees to the Convention itself. These 
artisans of the new order of things, so respectful of 
the law that they continued Royalists in 1791 and 
would fain have been Royalists still on the King’s re- 
turn from Varennes, so obstinate in their attachment 
to the Constitution; friends of the established order 
of the State even after the massacres of the Champ- 
de-Mars, and never i-evolutionaries against the 
Revolution, heedless of popular agitation, cherished 
in their dark and puissant soul a love of the father- 
land that had given birth to fourteen armies and set 
up the guillotine. Evariste was lost in admiration of 
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their vigilance, their suspicious temper, their rea- 
soned dogmatism, their love of system, their su- 
premacy in the art of governing, their sovereign 
sanity. 

The public that formed the audience gave no 
token of their presence s^e a low, long-drawn mur- 
mur as of one voice, likmhe rustling of the leaves 
of the tree of Liberty tbat stood outside the thresh- 
old. , • 

That day, the ilth Vendemiaire, a young man, 
with a receding brow, a piercing eye, a sharp prom- 
inent nose, a pointed chin, a pock-marked face, a 
look of cold self-possession, mounted the tribune 
slowly. His hair was white with powder and he 
wore a blue coat that displayed his slim figure. He 
showed the precise carriage and moved with the 
cadenced step that made some say in piockery that 
he was like a dancing-master and earned him from 
others the name of the “French OrpheuS.”# Robes- 
pierre, speaking in a clear voice, delivered an elo- 
quent discourse against the enemies of the Republic. 
He belaboured with metaphysical and uncompro- 
mising arguments Brissot and his accomplices. He 
spoke at great length, in free-flowing harmonious 
periods. Soaring in the celestial spheres of philoso- 
phy, he launched his lightnings at the base con- 
spirators crawling on the ground. 

Evariste heard and understood. Till then he had 
blamed the Gironde; were they not working for the 
restoration of the monarchy or the triumph of the 
Orleans factioii, were they hot planning the ruin of 
the heroic cit]{ that had delivered France from her 
fetters and would one day deliver the universe? 
Kow, as he listened to the sage’s voice, he discerned 
truths of a higher and purer compass; he grasped 
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a revolutionary metaphysic which lifted his mind 
above coarse, matenal conditions into a region of 
absolute, unqualified convictions, untrammelled by 
the errors of the senses. Things are in their nature 
involved and full of confusion; the complexity of 
circumstances is such thav we lose our way amongst 
them. Robespierre simplified them to his mind, put 
goqd and evil before him i|t clear and precise for- 
mulas. Federalism, — indivisibility; unity and indi- 
visibility meant salvation, federalism, damnation. 
Gamelin tasted the ineffable joy of a believer who 
knows the word that saves and the word that de- 
stroys the soul. Henceforth the Revolutionary 
Tribunal, as of old the ecclesiastical courts, would 
take cognizance of crime absolute, of crime definable 
in a word. And, because he had the religious spirit, 
£variste welcomed these revelations with a sombre 
enthusiasm; his heart swelled and rejoiced at the 
thought that, henceforth, he had a talisman to dis- 
cern betwixt crime and innocence, he possessed a 
creed! Ye stand* in lieu of all else, oh, treasures of 
faith I 

The sage Maximilien enlightened hinii further as 
to the perfidious intent of those who were for equal- 
izing property and partitioning the land, abolishing 
wealth and poverty and establishing a happy medi- 
ocrity for all. Misled by their specious maxims, he 
had originally approved their designs, which he 
deemed in accord with the principles of a true Re- 
publican. But Robespierre, in his ^speeches at the 
Jacobins, had unmasked their machinations and 
convinced him that these men, disinterested as 
their intentions appeared, were working to over- 
throw the Republic, ti^at they were alarming the 
rich only to rouse against the lawful authority power- 
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ful arid implacable foes. Orice private property was 
threateried, the whole population, the more ardently 
attached .to its possessions the less of these it owned, 
would turn suddenly against the Republic. To ter- 
rify vested interests is to conspire against the State. 
These men who, under pretence of securing univer- 
sal happiness and the reign of justice, proposed a 
system of equality and^ community of goods as a 
worthy object of good citizens’ endeavours, were 
traitors and malefactors more dangerous than the 
Federalists. 

But the most startling revelation he owed to 
Robespierre’s wisdom was that of the crimes and in- 
famies of atheism. Gamelin had never denied the 
existence of God; he was a deist and believed in a 
Providence that watches 'over mankind; but, ad- 
mitting that he could form only a very vague con- 
ception of the Supreme Being and deeply attached 
to the principle of freedom of conscience, lie was 
quite ready to allow that right-thinking^ men might 
follow the example of Lamettrid, Boulanger, the 
Baron d’Holbach, Lalande, Helvetius, the citoyen 
Dupuis, anS deny God’s existence, on condition they 
formulated a natural morality and found in them- 
selves the sources of justice and the rules of a vir- 
tuous life. He had even felt himself in sympathy 
with the atheists, when he had seen them vilified and 
persecuted. Maximilien had opened his mind and 
unsealed his eyes. The great man by his virtuous 
eloquence had ^taught him the true character of 
atheism, its nature, its objects, its effects; he had 
shown him howHhis doctrine, conceived in the draw- 
ing-rooms and boudoirs of the aristocracy, was the 
most perfidious invention t^e enemies of the people 
had ever devised to demoralize and enslave it; how 



THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 169 

• 

It was a criminal act to uproot from the heart of the 
unfortunate the condoling thought of a Providence 
to reward and compensate and give them over with- 
out rein or bit to the passions that degrade men and 
make vile slaves of them; how, in fine, the monarch- 
ical Epicureanism of a Helvetius led to immorality, 
cruelty, and every wickedness. Now that he had 
learnt these lessons from thj lips of a great man and 
a great citizen, he execrated the atheists — especially 
when they were of an open-hearted, joyous temper, 
like his old friend Brotteaux. 

In the days that followed £variste had to give 
judgment one after the other on a ci-devant con- 
victed of having destroyed wheat-stuffs in order to 
starve the people, three emigres who had returned 
to foment civil war in France, two ladies of pleasure 
of the ^alais-£galitc, fourteen Breton conspirators, 
men, women, old men, youths, masters, and servants. 
The crime was proven, the law explicit. Among the 
guilty was a girl bf twenty, adorable in the heyday 
of her young beauty under the shadow of the doom 
so soon to overwhelm her, a fascinating figure. A 
blue bow bound her golden locks, her lawn kerchief 
revealed a white, graceful neck. 

£variste was consistent in casting his vote for 
death, and all the accused, with the one exception 
of an old gardener, were sent to the scaffold. 

The following week Evariste and his section mowed 
down sixty-three heads — forty-five i^en and eighteen 
women. 

The judges of the Revolutionary" Tribunal drew 
no distinction between men and women, in this Fol- 
lowing a principle as oil as justice itself. True, the 
President Montane, touched by the bravery and 
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beauty of Charlotte Corday, had tried to save Ht 
by paltering with the procedure of the trial and had 
thereby lost his seat, but women as a rule were 
shown no favour under examination, in strict accord- 
ance with the rule common to all the tribunals. 
The jurors feared them, distrusting their artful ways, 
their aptitude for deception, their powers of seduc- 
tion. They were the rnatch of men in resolution 
and this invited the Tribunal to treat them in the 
same way. The majority, of those who sat in judg- 
ment, men of normal sensuality or sensual on occa- 
sion, were in no wise affected by the fact that the 
prisoner wa.*- a woman. They condemned or ac- 
quitted them as their conscience, their zeal, their 
love, lukewarm Oi vehement, for tlie Republic dic- 
tated. Almost always they appeared before the 
court wirh theii hair carefully dressed and attired 
with as much elegance as the unhappy conditions 
allowed. But few of them were young and still fewer 
pretty. Confinement and suspense had blighted 
them, the harsh light of the hall betrayed their 
weariness and the anguish they had er lured, beat- 
ing down on faded lids, blotched and pimpled cheeks, 
white, drawn lips. Nevei theless, the fatal chair more 
than once held a young girl, lovely in her pallor, while 
a shadow of the tomb veiled her eyes and made her 
beauty the more seductive. That the sight Iiad the 
power to melt some iurymen and irritate others, who 
should deny? That, in the secret depraved heart of 
him, one of the^e magistrates may have pried into 
the most sacred intimacies of the fair body that was 
to his morbid fahey at the same moment a living and 
a dead woman’s, and that, gloating over voluptu- 
ous and ghoulish imagimngs^he may have found an 
atrocious pleasure in giving over to the headsman 



.THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 


161 


tbose dainty, desirable limbs, — this is perhaps a 
thing better left unsaid, but one which no one can 
deem impossible who knows what men are. ’ Evariste 
Gamelin, cold and pedantic in his artistic creed, 
could see no beauty but in the Antique; he admired 
beauty, but it hardly stirred his senses. His clas- 
sical tasf'? was so severe he rarely found a woman 
to bis hku he was as insensible to the charms of a 
pretty fa's as he was to tragonard’s colouring and 
Boucht-i ,, , ,iwing He had never known desire save 
andei ilie ■ ir> i I deep passion. 

like t!is. i;or 'V of his colleagues in theTribunal, 
he ihoie.ii iv.u more dangerous than men. He 

hared th< i >t. prin^-esses, th creatures he pic- 
tured to hi '. -Af in his horrified dreams in company 
with ElisaLcth and the Austrian weaving plots to 
assassinate good patriots; heevtn hated all those 
fair mktresses of financiers, philosophers, and men 
of letters whose only crime was uaving enjoyed tne 
pleasures of the s.enscs and the mind and lived at a 
time when it was sweet to live. He hated them with- 
out admitinig the feeling to himself, apd when he 
, had one beii hi a at the bar, he condemned her 
out of pique, convinced all the while that he was 
dooming her justly and .ightly for the public good. 
His sense of honour, his manly modesty, his cold, 
calculated wisd-im, his devotion ♦o the State, his 
virtues in a word, pushej irulr-r the knife heads that 
might well have moved men’s pity 

But what is this, what i' tlu. meaning of this 
strange prodigy ? Once the difficulty was to find the 
guilty, to search them out in their lair, to drag jthe 
confession of their crime from reluctant lips. Now, 
there is no hunting wyh a great pack of sleuth- 
hounds, no pursuing a timid prey; lo! from all sides 
11 
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come the victims to offer themselves a voluntary 
sacrifice. Nobles, virgins, soldiers, courtesans, flock 
to the Tribunal, dragging their condemnation from 
dilatory judges, claiming death as a right which 
they are impatient to enjoy. Not enough the multi- 
tude with which the zeal of the informers has crowded 
the prisons and which the Public Prosecutor and his 
myrmidons are wearing put their lives in haling .be- 
fore the Tribunal; punishment must likewise be 
provided for those who refuse to wait. And how many 
others, prouder and more pressing yet, begrudging 
their judges and headsmen their death, perish by 
their own hand ! The mania of killing is equalled by 
the mania to die. Here, in the Conciergerie, is a 
young soldier, handsome, vigorous, beloved; he 
leaves behind him in the prison an adorable mis- 
tress; she bade him “Live for me!” — he will live 
neither for her nor love nor glory. He ^igj^ts his 
pipe with his act of accusation. And, a Republican, 
for he breathes liberty through every pore, he turns 
Royalist that he may die. The Tribunal tries its 
best to save him, but the accused proves the stronger; 
judges and jury are forced to let him have his way. 

£variste’s mind, naturally of an anxious, scrupu- 
lous cast, was filled to overflowing through the les- 
sons he learned at the Jacobins and the contempla- 
tion of life with suspicions and alarms. At night, 
as he, paced the ill-lighted streets on his way to 
£lodie’s, he fancied through every cellar-grating he 
passed he caught a glimpse of a plate for printing 
off forged assignats; in the dark recesses of the 
baker’s and grocer’s empty shops he imagined store- 
rooms bursting with provisions fraudulently held 
back for a rise in prices; locking in at the glittering 
windows of the eating-houses, he seemed to hear the 
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talk of the speculators plotting the ruin of the coun- 
try as they drained tfottlcs of Beaune and Chablis; 
in the evil-smelling alleys he could see tlie very 
prostitutes trampling underfoot the National cock- 
ade to the applause of elegant young roisterers; 
everywhere he beheld conspirators and traitors. 
And he thought: ^‘Against so many foes, secret or 
declaired, oh! Republic thou hast but one succour; 
Saint Guillotine, save the fatherland! . . 

£lodie would be waiting for him in her little blue 
chamber above the Amour peintre. To let him know 
he might come in, she used to set on the window-sill 
her little watering-can beside the pot of carnations. 
Now he filled her with horror, he seemed like a mon- 
ster to her; she was afraid of him, — and she adored 
him. All the night, clinging together in a frantic 
embrace, the bloody-minded lover and the amorous 
girl exchaAged in silence frenzied kisses. 
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RISING at dawn, the Pere Longuemare, 
after sweeping out the room, departed 
to say his Mass in a chapel in, the 
Rue d’Etifer served by a nonjuring 
priest. There were in Paris thousands 
of similar retreats, where the refrac- 
tory clergy gathered together clan- 
destinely little troops of the faithful. The police of 
the Sections, vigilant and suspicious as they were, 
kept their eyes shut to these hidden folds, from fear 
of the exasperated flock and moved by some linger- 
ing veneration for holy things. The Barnabite made 
his farewells to his host who had great dilEfulty in 
persuading him to come back to dine, and only suc- 
ceeded in the end by promising that the cheer would 
be neither plentiful nor delicate. ' 

Brotteaux, when left to himself, kindled a little 
earthenwart; stove; then, while he busied himself 
with preparations for the Monk’s and the Epicurean’s 
meal, he read in his Lucretius and meditated on 
the conditions of human beings. 

As a sage and a philosopher, he was not surprised 
that ^ese wretched creatures, silly playthings of the 
forces of nature, found themselves more often than 
not in absurd ^nd painful situations; but he was 
weak and illogical enough to believe that the Revo- 
lutionaries wert^ more wicked and more foolish than 
otRer men, thereby falling into the error of the 
metaphysician. At the no Pessi- 
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mist and <lid not hold that life was altogether bad. 
He admired Nature in several of her departments, 
especially the celestidl mechanism and physical love, 
and accommodated himself to the labours of life, 
pending the arrival of the day, which could not be 
far olF, when he would have nothing more either to 
fear or to desire. 

He coloured some dancing-dolls with painstaking 
car^ and made a Zerline that was very like Rose 
Thevenin. He liked the giH and his Epicureanism 
highly approved of the arrangement of the atoms of 
which she was composed. 

These tasks occupied him till the Barnabite’s 
return. 

“Father,” he announced, as he opened the door 
to admit him, “I told you, you remember, that our 
fare would be meagre. We have nothing but chest- 
nuts. The more reason, therefore, they should be 
well seasoned.” 

“Chestnuts!” cried Pere Longuemare, smiling, 
“there is no more delicious dish. My father, sir, 
was a poor gentlehian of the Limousin, whose whole 
estate consisted of a pigeon-cote in ruins, an orchard 
^ run wild and a clump of chestnut-trees. *He fed him- 
self, his wife and his twelve children on big green 
chestnuts, and we were all strong and sturdy. I 
was the youngest and the most turbulent; my father 
used to declare, by way of jesting, he would have to 
send me to America to be a filibuster. ... Ah ! sir, 
how fragrant your chestnut soup smells! It takes 
me back to the table where my mother sat smiling, 
surrounded by her troop of little ones.” 

The repast £nded, Brotteaux s^c out for Joly’s, 
the toy-merchant in the Rue Neuve-des-Petits- 
Champs, who took the dancing-dolls Caillou had 



166 


THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 


refused, and ordered — not another gross oSf them like 
the latter, but a round twenty-four dozen to begin 
with. * 

On reaching the erstwhile Rue Royale and turn- 
ing into the Place de la Revolution, Brotteaux caught 
sight of a steel triangle glittering between two wooden 
uprights; it was the guillotine. An immense crowd 
of light-liearted spectators pressed round the scaf- 
fold, waiting the arrival of the loaded carts. W<jmen 
were hawking Nanterfe cakes on a tray hung in 
front of them and crying their wares; sellers of cool- 
ing drinks were tinkling their little bells; at the 
foot of the Statue of Liberty an old man had a peep- 
show in a small booth surmounted by a swing on 
which a monkey played its antics. Underneath the 
scaffold some dogs were licking yesterday’s blood. 
Brotteaux turned back towards the Rue Honore. 

Regaining his garret, where the Barnabite was 
reading his breviary, he carefully wiped* tlje table 
and arranged his colour-box on it alongside the ma- 
terials and tools of his trade. 

“Father,” he said, “if you do Hot deem the occu- 
pation unworthy of the sacred character with which 
you are intested, I will ask you to help me make^ 
my marionettes. A worthy tradesman, Joly by 
name, has this very morning given me a pretty heavy 
order. Whilst I am painting these figures already 
put together, you will do me a great service by cut- 
ting Qut heads, arms, legs, and bodies from the pat- 
terns here. Better you could not find; they are 
after Watteau and Boucher.’* 

“I agree with you, sir,” replied Longuemare, 
“that Watteaif and Boucher were well fitted to 
crcAite such-like baubles; it had been more to their 
glory if they had confined themselves to innocent 
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figures lik^ these. I should be delighted to help 
you, but I fear I may not be clever enough for 
that.” , * . . 

The Pere Longuemare was right to distrust his 
own skill; after sundry unsuccessful attempts, the 
fact was patent that his genius did not lie in the 
direction of cutting out pretty shapes in thin card- 
board with the point of a penknife. But when, at 
his suggestion, Brotteaux gave him some string and 
a bodkin, he showed himseKf very apt in endowing 
with motion the little creatures he had failed to 
make and teaching them to dance. He had a happy 
knack, by way of trying them afterwards, of making 
them each execute three or four steps of a gavotte, 
and when they rewarded his pains, a smile would 
flicker on his stern lips. 

One time when he was pulling the string of a 
Scaramouch to a dance tune: 

“Sir,” be observed, “this little travesty reminds 
me of a quaint story. It was in 1746, when I was 
completing my noviciate under the care of the Pere 
Magitot, a man well on in years, of deep learning 
and austere morals. At that period, you perhaps 
remember, dancing figures, intended in <he first in- 
^stance to amuse children, exercised over women and 
even over men, both young and old, an extraor- 
dinary fascination; they were all the rage in Paris. 
The fashionable shops were crammed with them; 
they were to be found in the houses of people of 
quality, and it was nothing out of the way to see 
a grave and reverend senior dancing his doll in the 
streets and public gardens. The *Pere Magitot’s 
age, character, and sacred professicfin did not avail 
to guard him against infection. Every time he s^w 
anyone busy jumping his cardboard mannikin, his 
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fingers itche^ with impatience to be at> the same 
game,-— an impatience that soon grew wHl nigh in- 
tolerable. One day when he «vas paying a visit of 
importance on a matter involving the interests of 
the whole Order to Monsieur Chauvel, advocate in 
the courts of the Parlement, noticing one of these 
dancers hanging from the chimney-piece, he felt a 
terrible temptation to pull its string, which he only 
resisted at the cost of a tremendous effort. But this 
frivolous ambition purvied him everywhere and left 
him no peace. In his studies, in his meditations, in 
his prayers, at church, at chapter, in the confessional 
and in the pulpit, he was possessed by it. After 
some days of dreadful agony of mind, he laid bare 
his extraordinary case to the General of the Order, 
who happened fortunately to be in Paris at the 
moment. He was an eminent ecclesiastic of Milan, 
a Doctor and Prince of the Church. His counsel to 
the Pere Magitot was to satisfy a craving, innocent 
in its inception, importunate in its consequences and 
inordinate in its excess, which threatened to super- 
induce the gravest disorders in ^he soul which was 
afflicted with it. On the advice, or more strictly by 
the order qf the General, the Pere Magitot returned 
to Monsieur Chauvel’s house, where the advocat* 
received him, as on the first occasion, in his cabinet. 
There, finding the dancing figure still fastened in 
the same place, he ran excitedly to the chimney- 
piece and begged his host to do him a favour, — to 
"let him pull thie string. The lawyer gave him his 
permission very readily, and informed him in con- 
fidence that ^metimes he set Scaramouch (that 
was the doll’s fiame) dancing while he was studying 
hk briefs, and that, only the night before, he had 
modulated on Scaramouch’s movements the perora- 
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don of his speech in defence of a woman falsely 
accused of poisoning her husband. The Pere Magitot 
seized the string with trembling lingers and saw 
Scaramouch throw his limbs wildly about under his 
manipulation like one possessed of devils in the 
agonies of exorcism.” 

“Your tale does not surprise me, father,” Brot- 
teaux told him, “We see such cases of obsession; 
but it is not always cardboard figures that occa- 
sion it.” • 

The Pere Longuemare, who was religious by 
profession, never talked about religion, while Brot- 
teaux was for ever harping on the subject. He was 
conscious of a bond of sympathy between himself 
and the Bamabite, and took a delight in embarrass- 
ing and disturbing his peace of mind with objections 
against divers articles of the Christian faith. 

Once when they were working together making 
Zerlines*and Scaramouches: 

“When I consider,” remarked Brotteaux, “the 
events which have brought us to the point at which 
we stand, I am in “doubt as to which party, in the 
general madness, has been the most insane; some- 
%mes, I am greatly tempted to believe ft was that 
of the Court.” 

“Sir,” answered the Monk, “all men lose their 
wits like Nebuchadnezzar, when God forsakes them; 
but no man in our days ever plunged deep in 
ignorance and error as the Abbie Fauchet, no man 
was so fatal as he to the kingdom. God must needs 
have been sorely exasperated against Tt^nce to send 
her Monsieur I’Abbe Fauchet!” 

“I imagine we have seen other evil-doers besides 
poor, unhappy Fauchet.” 

“Tbe Abbe Gregoire too, was full of malice.” 
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''And Brissot, and Danton, and Malat, and a 
hundred others, what of then^ Father?" 

“Sir, they are laics; the laity could never incur 
the same responsibilities as the clergy. They do not 
work evil from so high a standpoint, and their crimes 
are not of universal bearing." 

“And your God, Father, what say you of His be- 
haviour in the present Revolution?" 

“I do not understated you, sir." » 

“Epicurus said: Either God wishes to hinder evil 
und cannot, or He can and does not wish to, or He 
cannot nor does he wish to, or He does wish to and 
can. If He wishes to and cannot, He is impotent; 
if He can and does not wish to, He is perverse; if 
He cannot nor does He wish to, He is impotent and 
perverse; if He does wish to and can, why does He 
not, tell me that, Fatherl" — and Brotteaux cast a 
look of triumph at his interlocutor. 

“Sir,” retorted the Monk, “there is nothing more 
contemptible than these difficulties you raise. When 
1 look into the reasoning of infidels, I seem to see 
ants piling up a few blades of gr&ss as a dam against 
the torrent that sweeps down from the mountains. 
With your leave, I had rather not argue with you.; 
I should have too many excellent reasons and too 
few wits to apply them. Besides, you will find your 
refutation in the Abbe Guenee and twenty other 
apologists. I will only say that what you quote 
from' Epicurus is foolishness; because God is ar- 
raigned in It ^5, if b®. was a man, with a man’s moral 
codj*. Well! sir, the sceptics, from Celsus down to 
Bayle and Voltaire, have cajoled fools with suchlike 
paradoxes." 

“See, Father,” protested Brotteaux, “to what 
lengths your faith makes you go. Not satisfied with 
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finding all truth in your Theology, you likewise re- 
fuse to discover any ifi the works of so many noble 
intellects who thought differently from yourselves.” 

“You are entirely mistaken, sir,” replied Longue- 
mare. “On the contrary, I believe that nothing 
could ever be altogether false in a man’s thoughts. 
The atheists stand on the lowest rung of the ladder 
of knowledge; but even there, gleams of sense are 
to be found and flashes of truth, and even when 
darkness is thick about him, a man may lift up his 
eyes to God, and He will put understanding in his 
heart; was it not so with Lucifer?” 

“Well, sir,” said Brotteaux, “I cannot match 
your generosity and I am bound to tell you I cannot 
find in all the works of the Theologians one atom of 
good sense.” 

At the same time he would repudiate any desire to 
attack religion, which he deemed indispensable for 
the nations; he could only wish it had for its minis- 
ters philosophers instead of controversialists. He 
deplored the fact that the Jacobins were for replac- 
ing it by a newer and more pestilent religion, the 
cult of liberty, equality, the republic, the fetherland. 
Lfe had observed this, that it is in the vigour of their 
youth religions are the fiercest and most cruel, and 
grow milder as they grow older. He was anxious, 
therefore, to see Catholicism preserved; it had de- 
voured many victims in the times of its vigour, but 
nowadays, burdened by the weight of years and 
with enfeebled appetite, it was content with roast- 
ing four or five heretics in a hundred years. 

“As a matter of fact,” he concluded, “I have al- 
ways got on very well with your God-eaters anti 
Christ-worshippers. I kept a chaplain at Les Ilettes, 
where Mass was said every Sunday and all my guests 
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attended. The philosophers were the most devout 
while the opera girls showed' the most fervour. I 
was prpsperous then and had crowds of friends.” 

“P'riends,” exclaimed the Pere Longuemare, 
“friends I Ah! sir, do you really think they loved 
you, all these philosophers and all these courtesans, 
who have degraded your soul in such wise that God 
himself would find it hard to know it for one of the 
temples built by Him /or His glory?” ‘ 

The Pere Longuemare lived for a week longer at 
the publican’s without being interfered with. As 
far as possible he observed the discipline of his House 
and every night at the canonical hours would rise 
from his palliasse to kneel on the bare boards and 
recite the offices. Though both were reduced to a 
diet of wretched scraps, he duly observed fasts and 
abstinence. A smiling but pitiful spectator of these 
austerities, Brotteaux one day asked him : * 

“Do you really believe that God finds any satis- 
faction in seeing you endure cold and hunger as you 
do?” 

“God himself,” was the Monk’s answer, “has 
given us the example of suflFering.” * 

On the ninth day since the Barnabite had come 
to share the philosopher’s garret, the latter sallied 
forth at twilight to deliver his dancing-dolls to Joly, 
the toy-merchant of the Rue Neuve-des-Petits- 
Champs. He was on his way back overjoyed at 
having sold them all, when, as he was crossing the 
erstwhile Place du Carrousel, a girl in a blue satin 
pelisse trimrfied wth ermine, running by with a 
limping gait, threw herself into his arms and held 
him fast in the way suppliants have had since the 
world began. , 
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She wa*s trembling and her heart was beating so 
fast and loud it could be plainly heard. Wondering 
to see one of her common sort look so pathetic, 
Brotteaux, a veteran amateur of the stage, .thought 
how Mademoiselle Raucourt, if she could have seen 
her, might have learnt something from her 
bearing. 

She spoke in breathless tones, lowering her voice 
to ^ whisper for fear of being overheard by the 
passers-by: • 

“Take me with you, citoyeUy and hide me, for the 
love of pity! . . . They are in my room in the Rue 
Fromenteau. While they were coming upstairs, I 
ran for refuge into Flora’s room, — she is my next- 
door neighbour, — and leapt out of the window into 
the street, that is how I sprained my ankle. . . . 
They are coming; they want to put me in prison 
and kill me. . . . Last week they killed Virginie.” 

Brotteaux understood, of course, that the child 
was speaking of the delegates of the Revolutionary 
Committee of the Section or else the Commissaries 
of the Committee ®f General Security. At that time 
the Commune had as procureur a man of virtue, the 
^itoyen Chaumette who regarded the ladies of pleas- 
ure as the direct foes of the Republic and harassed 
them unmercifully in his efforts to regenerate the 
Nation’s morals. To tell the truth, the young ladies 
of the Palais-Egalite were no great patriots. They 
regretted the old state of things and did not always 
conceal the fact. Several had been guillotined al- 
ready as conspirators, and their tragic fate had ex- 
cited no little emulation among their fellows. 

* The citoyen Brotteaux asked the" suppliant what 
offence she had been guilty of to bring down on her- 
self a warrant of arrest. 
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She swore she had no notion, that she'^ had done 
nothing anyone could blame her for. 

“Well then, my girl,” Brofteaux told her, “you 
are not; suspect; you have nothing to fear. Be off 
with you to bed and leave me alone.” 

At this she confessed everything: 

“I tore out my cockade and shouted: ‘Vive le 
roi!’” 

He walked down to the river-side and she kept 
by his side along the«deserted quais. Clinging to 
^|)is arm she went on: 

“It is not that I care for him particularly, th 
Kiog, you know; I never knew him, and I daresay 
he wasn’t very much different from other men. But 
they are bad people. They are cruel to poor girls. 
They torment and vex and abuse me in every kind 
of way; they want to stop me following my trade. 
I have no other trade. You may be sure, if I had, 
I should not be doing what I do. . . . W^iat is it 
they want? They are so hard on poor humble folks, 
the milkman, the charcoalman, the water carrier, 
the laundress. They won’t rest-content till they’ve 
set all poor people against them.” 

. He looked at her; she seemed a mere child. Sl^e 
was no longer afraid; she was almost smiling, as 
she limped along lighdy at his side. He asked her 
her name. She said she was called Athenais and 
was sixteen. 

Brotteaux offered to see her safe to anywhere she 
wished to go. She did not know a soul in Paris; but 
she had an aunt, in service at Palaiseau, who would 
take her in. 

Brotteaux niade up his mind at once. 

•“Come with me, my child,” he ordered, and led 
the way home, with her hanging on his arm. 
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On his arrival, he found the Pere Longuemare in 
the garret reading his breviary. 

Holding Athenai’s by the hand, he drew the other’s 
attention to her: 

“Father,” he said, “here is a girl from the Rue 
Fromenteau who has been shouting: ‘Vive le roil’ 
The revolutionary police are on her track. She has 
nowhere to lay head. Will you allow the girl to 
pass^the night here?” 

The Pere Longuemare closed his breviary. 

“If I understand you right,” he said, “you ask 
me, sir, if this young girl, who is like myself subject 
to be molested under a warrant of arrest, may be 
suffered, fpr her temporal salvation, to spend the 
night in the same room as I?” 

“Yes, Father.” 

“By what right should I object? and why must 
I suppose myself affronted by her presence? am I 
so sure. that I am any better than she?” 

He established himself for the night in an old 
broken-down armchair, declaring he should sleep 
excellently in it. • Athenais lay on the mattress. 
Brotteaux stretched himself on the palliasse and 
•blew out the candle. « 

The hours and half-hours sounded one after the 
other from the church towers, but the old man could 
not sleep; he lay awake listening to the mingled 
breathing of the man of religion and the girl of 
pleasure. The moon rose, symbol and witness of 
his old-time loves, and threw a silvery ray into the 
attic, illuminating the .fair hair and golden lashes, 
the delicate nose and round, red mouth of Athenais, 
who lay sound asleep. ^ 

“Tmly,” he thought to himself, “a terrible enemy 
for the Republic I” 
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When Athenais awoke, the day wa/ breaking. 
The Monk had disappeared. 3rotteaux was reading 
Lucretius under the skylight, learning from the 
maxims- of the Latin poet to live without fears and 
without desires; but for all this he felt himself at 
the moment devoured with regrets and disquietudes. 

Opening her eyes, Athenais was dumfounded to 
see the roof beams of a garret above her head. Then 
she remembered, smiled at her preserver and ex- 
tended towards him \9ith a caressing gesture her 
p»‘<^tty little dirty hands. 

Rising on her elbow, she pointed to the dilapidated 
armchair in which the Monk had passed the night. 

“He is not there? . . . He has not gone to de- 
nounce me, has he?” 

“No, no, my child. You could not find a more 
honest soul than that old madman.” 

Athenais asked in what the old fellow’s madness 
consisted; and when Brotteaux informed hev it was 
religion, she gravely reproached him for speaking 
so, declaring that men without faith were worse 
than the beasts that perish and’ that for her part 
she often prayed to God, hoping He would forgive 
her her sin^and receive her in His blessed mercy. « 

Then, noticing that Brotteaux held a book in his 
hand, she thought it was a book of the Mass and 
said : 

“There you see, you too, you say your prayers! 
God will reward you for what you have done for 
in6* 

Brotteaux haying told hep that it was not a Mass- 
book, and that it had been written before ever the 
Mass had been^ invented in the world, she opined 
it "^as an Interpretation of Dreams^ and asked if it 
did not contain an explanation of an extraordinary 
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dream sh% had had. She could not read and these 
were the only two sorts of books she had heard 
tell of. 

Brotteaux informed her that this book vas only 
by way of explaining the dream of life. Finding this 
a hard saying, the pretty child did not try to under- 
stand it and dipped the end of her nose in the earth- 
enware crock that replaced the silver basins Brot- 
teaijx had once been accustomed to use. Next, she 
arranged her hair before her host’s shaving-glass 
with scrupulous care and gravity. Her white arms , 
raised above her head, she let fall an observation 
from time to time with long intervals between ; 

! “You, you were rich once.” 

“What makes you think that?” 

“I don’t know. But you were rich, — and you are 
an aristocrat, I am certain of it.” 

She drew from her pocket a little Holy Virgin of 
silver ui a round ivory shrine, a bit of sugar, thread, 
scissors, a flint and steel, two or three cases for 
needles and the like, and after selecting what she 
required, sat dow»- to mend her skirt, which had 
got torn in several places. 

« “For your own safety, my child, put* this in your 
cap!” Brotteaux bade her, handing her a tricolour 
cockade. 

“I will do that gladly, sir,” she agreed, “but it 
will be for the love of you and not for love of the 
Nation.” 

When she was dressed and had made herself look 
her best, taking her skitt in both hands, she dropped 
a curtsey as she had been taught to*do in her village, 
and addressing Brotteaux: 

“Sir,” she said, “I am your very humble servant.” 

She was prepared to oblige her benefactor in all 
12 
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ways he might wish, but she thought it^«more be- 
coming that he asked for no favour and she offered 
none; it seemed to her a pretty way to part so, and 
what good manners required. 

Brotteaux slipped a few assignats into her hand 
to pay her coach-hire to Palaiseau. It was the half 
of his fortune, and, albeit he was notorious for his 
lavishness towards women, it was the first time he 
had ever made so equal a partition of his goods with 
any of the sex. , • 

She asked him his name. 

Y *"*1 am called Maurice.’^ 

It was with reluctance he opened the garret door 
for her: 

“Good-bye, Athenais.** 

She kissed him. Monsieur Maurice,^' she said, 
“when you think of me, if ever you do, call me 
Marthe; that is the name I was christened, the 
name they called me by in the village, . . . Good- 
bye and thank you. . , . Your very humble ser- 
vant, Monsieur Maurice/' 
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HE prisons were full to bursting and 
must be emptied; the work of judg- 
ing, judging, must go on without 
truce or respite. Seated against the 
tapestried walls with their fasces and 
red caps of liberty, like their fellow®, 
of the fleurs-de-lis, the judges pre- 
served the same gravity, the same dreadful calm, 
as their Royal predecessofs. The Public Prosecutor 
and his Deputies, worn out with fatigue, consumed 
with the fever of sleeplessness and brandy, could 
only shake off their exhaustion by a violent effort; 
their broken health made them tragic figures to 
look -Mpbo. The jurors, divers in character and 
origin, some educated, others ignorant, craven or 
generous,- gentle or violent, hypocritical or sincere, 
but all men who,'4cnowing the fatherland and the 
Republic in danger, suffered or feigned to suffer the 
■ same anguish, to burn with the same ardour; all 
alike primed to atrocities of virtue or of fear, they 
formed but one living entity, one single head, dull 
and irritable, one single soul, a beast of the apoca- 
lypse that by the mere exercise of its natural func- 
tions produced a teeming brood of death. Kind- 
hearted or cruel by caprice of sensibility, when shaken 
momentarily by a sudden pang of pity, they would 
acquit with streaming eyes a prisoner whom an hour 
before they would have condemned' to the guillotine 
with taunts. The further they proceeded with their 
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task, the more impetuously did they follo^ the im- 
pulses of their heart. 

Judge and jury toiled, fevered and half asleep 
with overwork, distracted by the excitement out- 
side and the orders of the sovereign people, menaced 
by the threats of the sansculottes and tricoteuses who 
crowded the galleries and the public enclosure, rely- 
ing on insane evidence, acting on the denunciations 
of madmen, in a poisonous atmosphere that stupe- 
fied the brain, set ears hammering and temples beat- 
ing ^and darkened the eyes with a veil of blood. 
Vague rumours were current among the public of 
jurors bought by the gold of the accused. But to 
these the jury as a body replied with indignant pro- 
test and merciless condemnations. In truth they 
were men neither worse nor better than their fel- 
lows. Innocence more often than not is a piece of 
good fortune rather than a virtue; any other who 
should have consented to put himself in theit place 
would have acted as they did and accomplished to the 
best of his commonplace soul these appalling tasks. 

Antoinette, so long expected,««eat at last in the 
fatal chair, in a black gown, the centre of such a 
concentratioR of hate that only the certainty of what , 
the sentence would be made the court observe the 
forms of law. To the deadly questions the accused 
replied sometimes with the instinct of self-preserva- 
tion, sometimes with her wonted haughtiness, and 
once, ''thanks to the hideous suggestion of one of her 
accusers, with the noble dignity of a mother. The. 
witnesses were confined to woutrage and calumny; 
the defence was* frozen with terror. The tribunal, 
forcing itself toVespect the rules of procedure, was 
only* waiting till all formalities were completed to 
hurl the head of the Austrian in the face of Europe. 
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Three days after the execution of Marie Antoinette 
Gamelin was called to the bedside of the ciioyen 
Fortune Trubert, who lay dying, within thirty paces 
of the Military Bureau where he had worn out his 
life, on a pallet of sacking, in the cell of some ex- 
pelled Barnabite father. His livid face was sunk in 
the pillow. His eyes, which already were almost 
sightless, turned their glassy pupils upon his visitor; 
his parched hand grasped Evariste’s and pressed it 
with unexpected vigour. * Three times he had 
vomited blood in two days. He tried to speaks, his 
voice, at first hoarse and feeble as a whisper, grew 
louder, deeper: 

“Wattignlesl Wattignies! . . . Jourdan has forced 
the enemy into their camp . . . raised the blockade 
at Maubeuge. . . . We have retaken Marchiennes, 
(a ira . . . qa ira . . and he smiled. 

These, were no dreams of a sick man, but a clear 
visioif'of the truth that flashed through the brain 
so soon to be shrouded in eternal darkness. Here- 
after the invasion seemed arrested; the Generals 
were terrorized and* saw that the one best thing for 
them to do was to be victorious. Where voluntary 
' recruiting had failed to produce what '<^as needed, a 
strong and disciplined army, compulsion was suc- 
ceeding. One effort more, and the Republic would 
be saved. 

After a half hour of semi-consciousness, Fortune 
Trubert’s face, hollow-cheeked and worn by disease, 
lit up again and his hands moved. 

He lifted his finger 4nd pointed fa the only piece 
of furniture in the room, a little walnut-wood writ- 
ing-desk. The voice was weak and breathless, but 
the mind quite unclouded: * 

“Like Eudamidas,’’ he said, “I bequeath my debts 
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to my friend, — three hundred and twent/ livres,- of 
which you will find the account ... in that red 
book yonder . . . good-bye, Gamelin. Never rest; 
wake arwl watch over the defence of the Republic. 
Qa ira.” 

' The shades of night were deepening in the cell. 
The difficult breathing of the dying man was the 
only sound, and his hands scratching on the 
sheet. « 

At midnight he uttered some disconnected 
phi;^ses: 

“More saltpetre. . . . See the muskets are de- 
livered. Health? Oh! excellent. . . . Get down 
the church-bells. . . 

He breathed his last at five in the morning. 

By order of the Section his body lay in state in 
the nave of the erstwhile church of the Barnabites, 
at the foot of the Altar of the Fatherland, on a 
camp bed, covered with a tricolour flag'aitd the 
brow wreathed with an oak crown. 

Twelve old men clad in the Roman toga, with 
palms in their hands, twelve young girls wearing 
long veils and carrying flowers, surrounded the 
funeral couch. At the dead man’s feet stood two* 
children, each holding an inverted torch. One of 
them Evariste recognized as his concierge's little 
daughter Josephine, who in her childish gravity and 
beauty reminded him of those charming genii of 
Love a'nd Death the Romans used to sculpture on 
their tombs. 

The funeral procession made its way to the Ceme- 
tery of Saint-Andre-des-Arts to the strains of the 
Marseillaise and*the (la-ira. 

As he laid the kiss of farewell on Fortune Trubert’s 
brow, Evariste wept. His tears flowed in self-pity. 
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for he envjed his friend who was resting there, his 
task ^ocompiished. 

Oh reaching home, he received notice that he was 
posted Vihember of the Council General of the Com- 
mune,; After standing as candidate for four months, 
he h^4 elected unopposed, after several bal- 

lots, by some thirty suffrages. No one voted nowa- 
days; the Sections were deserted; rich and poor 
alike.only sought to shirk the performance of public 
duties. The most momentows events had ceased to 
rouse either enthusiasm or curiosity; the newspapjfrs 
were left unread. Out of the seven hundred thou- 
sand inhabitants of the capital Evariste doubted if 
as many as three or four thousand still preserved 
the old Republican spirit. 

The same day the Twenty-one came up for trial. 
Innocent or guilty of the calamities and crimes of 
the Republic, vain, incautious, ambitious and im- 
petuom’,? it once moderate and violent, feeble in 
their fear as in their clemency, quick to declare war, 
slow to carry it out, haled before the Tribunal to 
answer for the example they had given, they were 
not the less the first and the most brilliant children 
•f the Revolution, whose delight and «glory they 
had been. The judge who will question them with 
artful bias; the pallid accuser yonder who, where 
he sits behind his little table, is planning their death 
and dishonour; the jurors who will presently try to 
stifle their defence; the public in the galleries which 
overwhelms them with howls of insult and abuse, — 
all, judge, jury, people, «have applauded their elo- 
quence in other days, extolled their talents and their 
virtues. But judge, jury, people hdVe short mem- 
ories now. • 

Once Evariste had made Vergniaud his god, Brissot 
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his oracle. But he had forgotten; if vestige of 
his old wonder still lingered in his memory, it was 
to think that these monsters had seduced the noblest 
citizens. 

Returning to his lodging after the sitting, Gamelin 
heard heart-breaking cries as he entered the house. 
It was little Josephine; her mother was whipping 
her for playing in the Place with good-for-nothing 
boys and dirtying the fine white frock she had, worn 
for the obsequies of tht citoyen Trubert. 
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"TER three months during which he 
had made a daily holocaust of vic- 
tims, illustrio;is or insignificant, to 
the fatherland, fivariste had a case 
that interested him personally; there 
was one prisoner he made it his special 
business to track down to death. 

Ever since he had sat on the juror’s bench, he had 
been eagerly watching, among the crowd of cul- 
prits who appeared before him, for Elodie’s seducer; 
of this man he had elaborated in his busy fancy a 
portrait^ some details of which were accurate. He 
pictured him as young, handsome, haughty, and 
felt convinced he had fled to England. He thought 
he had discovered him in a young emigre named 
Maubel, who, having come back to France and been 
4enounced by his host, had been arrested in an inn 
at Passy; Fouquier-Tinville was in charge of the 
prosecution, — among a thousand others. Letters 
had been found on him which the accusation re- 
garded as proofs of a plot concocted between Maubel 
and the agents of Pitt, but which were in fact only 
letters written to the emigre by a banking-house in 
London which he had entrusted with certain funds. 
Maubel, who was young and good-looking, seemed 
to be mainly occupied in affairs of gallantry. His 
pocket-book afforded a clue to some correspondence 
with Spain, then at war with France; but these 
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communications were really of a purely private na- 
ture, and if the court of preliminary enquiry did not 
ignore the bill, it was only in virtue of the maxim 
that justice should never be in too great a hurry to 
release a prisoner. 

Gamelin was handed a report of Maubel’s first 
semi-private examination and he was struck by what 
it revealed of the young man’s character, which he 
took to agree with what he believed to be that of 
Elodie’s betrayer. Thereafter he spent long hours 
in* the private room of the Clerk of the Court, poring 
eagerly over the papers relating to this case. His 
suspicion received a remarkable confirmation on his 
discovering in a note-book belonging to the emigrey 
but long out of date, the address of the Amour pein~ 
trey in company, it is true, with those of the Green 
Monkeyy the Dauphin’s Head, and several more 
print and picture shops. But when he was informed 
that in this same note-book had been foUtid three 
or four petals of a red carnation carefully wrapped 
in a piece of silk paper, remembering how the red 
carnation was Elodie’s favourite flower, the one she 
cultivated on her window-sill, wore in her hair and 
used to give (he had reason to know) as a lo'\^- 
token, Evariste’s last doubts vanished. Being now 
convinced he knew the facts, he resolved to ques- 
tion Elodie, though without letting her know the 
circumstances that had led him to discover the 
culprit. 

As he was climbing the stairs to his lodgings, he 
perceived even on the loWer landings a stifling smell 
of fruit, and«on reaching the studio, found Elodie 
helping the citoyenne Gamelin to make quince pre- 
serve. While the old housewife was kindling the 
stove and turning over in her mind ways of saving 
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the fuel and moist sugar without prejudicing the 
quality of the preserves, the citoyenne Blaise, seated 
in a straw-bottomed chair, with an apron of brown 
holland and her lap full of the golden frliit, was 
peeling the quinces, quartering and throwing them 
into a shallow copper basin. The strings of her coif 
were thrown back over her shoulders, the meshes of 
her black hair coiled above her moist forehead; from 
her •whole person breathed a domestic charm and 
an intimate grace that induced gentle thoughts and 
voluptuous dreams of tranquil pleasures. » 

Without stirring from her seat, she lifted her 
beautiful eyes, that gleamed like molten gold, to her 
lover’s face, and said: 

“See, fivariste, we are working for you. We mean 
you to have a store of delicious quince jelly to last 
you the winter; it will settle your stomach and make 
your heart merry.” 

But’ Gamelin, stepping nearer, uttered a name in 
her ear: 

“Jacques Maubel . . .” 

At that moment Gombalot the cobbler showed 
his red nose at the half-open door. He had brought, 
along with some pairs of shoes he had re-heeled, the 
bill for the repairs. 

For fear of being taken for a bad citizen, he made 
a point of using the new calendar. I'he citoyenne 
Gamelin, who liked to see clearly what was what in 
her accounts, was all astray among the Fructidors 
and Vendemiaires. She heaved a sigh. 

“Jesus!” she complained, “they* want to alter 
everything, — days, months, seasons, of the year, the 
sun and the moon ! Lord God, Monsieur Combalot, 
what ever is this pair of over-shoes down for tfie 8 
Vendemiaire?” 
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Citoyenne, just cast your eye over your almanac, 
and you’ll get the hang of it,” 

She took it down from the wall, glanced at it and 
immediately turning her head another way; 

“It hasn’t a Christian lookl” she cried in a 
shocked tone. 

“Not only that, citoyenne” said the cobbler, “but 
now we have only three Sundays in the month 
instead of four. And that’s not all; we shall* soon 
have to change our wa/s of reckoning. There will be 
no^nore farthings and half-farthings, everything will 
be regulated by distilled water.” 

At the words the ciioyenne Gamelin, whose lips 
were trembling, threw up her eyes to the ceiling and 
sighed out: 

“They are going too far!” 

And, while she was lost in lamentations, looking 
like the holy women in a wayside calvary, a bad coal 
that had caught alight in the fire when her attention 
was diverted, began to fill the studio with a poison- 
ous smother which, added to the stifling smell of 
quinces, was like to make the* air unbreathable. 

Elodie complained that her throat was tickling 
her and begged to have the window opened. But, 
directly the citoyen Combalot had taken his leave 
and the citoyenne Gamelin had gone back to her 
stove, Evariste repeated the same name in the girl’s 
ear: ■ 

“Jacques Maubel,” he reiterated. 

She looked up at him in some surprise, and very 
quietly, still going on cutting a quince in quarters: 

“Weill . . Jacques Maubel . . 

“He is the man.” 

'‘‘The man! what man?” 

“You once gave him a red carnation.” 
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She declared she did not understand and asked 
him to explain himself. 

“That aristocrat! that fmtgr// that scoundrel!” 

She shrugged her shoulders, and denied with the 
most natural air that she had never known a 
Jacques Maubel. 

It was true; she had never known anyone of the 
name. 

She denied she had ever given red carnations to 
anybody but Evariste; but perhaps, on this point, 
her memory was not very good. 

He had little experience of women and was far 
from having fully fathomed Elodie’s character; still, 
he deemed her quite capable of cajoling and deceiv- 
ing a cleverer man than himself. 

“Why deny.?” he asked. “I know all.” 

Again she asseverated she had never known any- 
body called Maubel. And, having done peeling the 
quince^? she asked for a basin of water, because her 
fingers were sticky. This Gamelin brought her, and, 
as she washed her hands, she repeated her denials. 

Again he repeated that he knew, and this time she 
made no reply. 

* She did not guess the object of her lover’s ques- 
tion and she was a thousand miles from suspecting 
that this Maubel, whom she had never heard spoken 
of before, was to appear before the Revolutionary 
Tribunal; she could make nothing of the suspicions 
with which she was assailed, but she knew them, to 
be unfounded. For this reason, having very little 
hope of dissipating them,' she had very little wish to 
do so either. She ceased to deny having known 
Maubel, preferring to leave her jealous lover to go 
astray on a false trail, when from one moment to 
the next, the smallest incident might start him on 
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the right road. Her little lawyer’s clerk of former 
days, now grown into a patriot dragoon and lady- 
killer, had quarrelled by now with his aristocratic 
mistress’. Whenever he met £lodie in the street, he 
would gaze at her with a glance that seemed to 
say: 

“Come, my beauty! I feel sure I am going to for- 
give you for having betrayed you, and I am really 
quite ready to take you back into favour.” »She 
made no further attempt therefore to cure what she 
calkd her lover’s crotchets, and Gamelin remained 
firm in the conviction that Jacques Maubel was 
Elodie’s seducer. 

Through the days that ensued the Tribunal de- 
voted its undivided attention to the task of crush- 
ing Federalism, which, like a hydra, had threatened 
to devour Liberty. They were busy days; and the 
jurors, worn out with fatigue, despatched with the 
utmost possible expedition the case of the woman 
Roland, instigator and accomplice of the crimes of 
the Brissotin faction. 

Meantime Gamelin spent every morning at the 
Courts to press on Maubel’s trial. Some important 
pieces of evidence were to be found at Bordeaux; he 
insisted on a Commissioner being sent to ride post 
to fetch them. They arrived at last. The deputy 
of the Public Prosecutor read them, pulled a face 
and told fivariste: 

“It is not good for much, your new evidence! 
there is nothing in it! mere fiddle-faddle. ... If 
only it was certain that this ci~devant Comte de 
Maubel ever really emigrated . . .”! 

fn the end Gamelin succeeded. Young Maubel^, 
was served with his act of accusation and brought^' 
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before tRb Revolutionary Tribunal on the 19 
Brumaire. 

From the first opening of the sitting the President 
showed the gloomy and dreadful face he took care 
to assume for the hearing of cases where the evidence 
was weak. The Deputy Prosecutor stroked his chin 
with the feather of his pen and affected the serenity 
of a conscience at ease. The Clerk read the act of 
accusation; it was the hollowest sham the Court 
had ever heard so far. • 

The President asked the accused if he had not 
been aware of the laws* passed against the 
emigres. 

“I was aware of them and I observed them,” 
answered Maubel, “and I left France provided with 
passports in proper form.” 

As to the reasons for his journey to England and 
his return to France he had satisfactory explanations 
to offer. 'His face was pleasant, with a look of frank- 
ness and confidence that was agreeable. The women 
in the galleries looked at the young man with a 
favourable eye. The prosecution maintained that 
he had made a stay in Spain at the time that Nation 
Was at war with France; he averred hr’ had never 
left Bayonne at that period. One point alone re- 
mained obscure. Among the papers he had thrown 
in the fire at the time of his arrest, and of which only 
fragments had been found, some words in Spanish 
had been deciphered and the name of “Nieves.” 

On this subject Jacques Maubel refused to give 
the explanations demanded; and, when the Presi- 
dent told him that it was in the accused’s own im 
terest to clear up the point, he answered that a man 
ought not always to do what his own interest 
requires. 
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Gamelin only thought of convicting M^ubel of a 
crime; three times over he pressed the President to 
ask the accused if he could explain about the car- 
nation the dried petals of which he hoarded so care- 
fully in his pocket-book. 

Maubel replied that he did not consider himself 
obliged to answer a question that had no concern 
with the case at law, as no letter had been found 
concealed in the flower. , 

The jury retired ta- the hall of deliberations, 
favourably impressed towards the young man whose 
mysterious conduct appeared chiefly connected with 
a lover’s secrets. This time the good patriots, the 
purest of the pure themselves, would gladly have 
voted for acquittal. One of them, a ci-devant noble, 
who had given pledges to the Revolution, said: 

“Is it his birth they bring up against him? I, 
too, I have had the misfortune to be bom in the 
aristocracy.” ' , • 

“Ye.s, but you have left them,” retorted Gamelin, 
“and he has not.” 

And he spoke with such vehemence against this 
conspirator, this emissary of Pitt, this accomplice 
of Coburg, •'who had climbed the mountains and 
sailed the seas to stir up enemies to Liberty, he de- 
manded the traitor’s condemnation in such burning 
words, that he awoke the never-resting suspicions, 
the old stem temper of the patriot jury. 

One of them told him cynically: 

“There are services that cannot well be refused 
between colleagues.” 

The verdict of death was recorded by a majority 
of one. 

The condemned man heard his sentence with a 
quiet smile. His eyes, which had been gazing un- 
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concernedly about the hall, as they fell on Gamelin's 
face, took on an expression of unspeakable contempt. 

No one applauded the decision of the court. 

Jacques Maubcl was taken back to the Con- 
ciergcrie; here he wrote a letter while he waited the 
hour of execution, which was to take place the same 
evening, b}^ torchlight: 

My^dear sister, — The tribunal smds me to the scaffold, affording 
me the only joy I have been able to (^predate since the death of my 
adored Nieves. They have taken from me the only relic I had left of 
her, a pomegranate flower, which th^y called, I cannot tell wky, a 
carnatio7i. 

1 loved the arts: at Paris, in haplner times, I made a collection of 
painlmgs and engravings, which are now in a sure place, and which 
will be delivered to you so soon as this is possible. 1 pray you, dear 
sister, to keep them m ^nernory of me. 


He cut a lock of his hair, enclosed it in the letter, 

which he. folded and wrote outside: 

*• • 

To the cituycmie Cl6mence Dezeimeries, nte Mauhel, 

La Kf'ole, 

He gave all the silver he had on him to the turn- 
Icey, begging him to forward this letted to its des- 
tination, asked for a bottle of wine, wiiich he drank in 
little sips while waiting for the cart. . 

After supper Gamelin ran to the Amour I'eintre 
and burst into the blue chamber where every night 
filodie was waiting for him. 

^‘You are avenged,” he told her. “Jacques 
Maubel is no more. The cart thai; took him to 
his death has just passed beneath^^ your window 
escorted by torch-bearers.” 

She understood: * 

“Wretch! it is you have killed him, and he was 
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not my lover. I did not know him. ... I have 
never seen him . . . What was this man ? He was 
young, amiable . . . innocent. And you have killed 
him, wretch! wretch!” 

She fell in a faint. But, amid the shadows of this 
momentary death, she felt herself overborne by a 
flood at once of horror and voluptuous ecstasy. She 
half revived; her heavy lids lifted to show the whites 
of the eyes, her bosom swelled, her hands beat the 
air, seeking for her lover. She pressed him to her 
in a^^strangling embrace, drove her nails into the flesh, 
and gave him with her bleeding lips, without a word, 
without a sound, the longest, the most agonized, the 
ipost delicious of kisses. 

She loved him with all her flesh, and the more 
terrible, cruel, atrocious she thought him, the more 
she saw him reeking with the blood of his victims, 
the more consuming was her hunger and thirst for 
him. 



XVII 


HE 24 Frimaire, at ten in the fore- 
noon, under a clear bright sun that 
was melting the ice formed in the 
night, the ciioyens Gucnot and De- 
lourmel, delegates of the Committee 
of General Security, proceeded to* the 
Barnabites and asked to be con- 
ducted to the Committee of Surveillance of the 
Section, in the Capitular hall, whose only occupant 
for the moment was the citoyen Beauvisage, who 
was piling logs on the fire. But they did not see 
him just at first because of his short, thickset 
stature, , 

In a hunchback’s cracked voice the citoyen Beau- 
visage begged the delegates to seat themselves and 
put himself entirely at their service. 

Guenot then asked him if he knew a ci-^devant 
jyionsieur des Ilettes, residing near the Pont-Neuf. 

“It is an individual,” he added, “whose arrest I 
am instructed to effect,” — ^and he exhibited the 
order from the Committee of General Security. 

Beauvisage, after racking his memory for a while, 
replied that he knew no individual of that name, 
that the suspect in question might not be an inhabi- 
tant of his Section, certain portions of the Sections 
du Museum^ de V Unite y *de MaraUet-Marseille being 
likewise in the near neighbourhood of the Pont- 
Neuf; that, if he did live in the Section, it must be 
under another name than that borne on the Com- 
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mittee’s order; that, nevertheless, it would not be 
long before they laid hands on him. 

“Let’s lose no time,” urged Guenot. “Our vigi- 
lance was aroused in this case by a letter from one 
of the man’s accomplices that was intercepted and 
put into the hands of the Committee a fortnight 
ago, but which the citoyen Lacroix took action upon 
only yesterday evening. We are overdone with 
business; denunciations flow in from every quarter 
in such abundance one does not know which to 
att^d to.” 

“Denunciations,” replied Beauvisage proudly, 
“are coming in freely, too, to the Committee of 
Vigilance of our Section. Some make these revela- 
tions out of patriotism, others lured by the bait of a 
bank-bill for a hundred sols. Many children de- 
nounce their parents, whose property they covet.” 

“This letter,” resumed Guenot, “emanates from 
a ci-dcvant called Rochemaure, a woman "df gal- 
lantry, at whose house they played biribi, and is 
addressed to one citoyen Rauline; but is really for 
an emigre in the service of Pitt. I have brought it 
with me to communicate to you the portion relat- 
ing to this man des Ilettes. * 

He drew the letter from his pocket. 

“It begins with copious details as to those mem- 
bers of the Convention who might, according to the 
womajj’s tale, be gained over by the offer of a sum 
of money or the promise of a well-paid post under a 
new Government, more stable than the present. 
Then comes th^ following passage: 

"I hone just feturned from a visit to Monsieur des Ilettes, who 
^ves near the Pont-Neuf in a garret where you must be either a 
cat or an imp to get at him; he is reduced to earning a living by 
making punch-and-judies. He is a man of judgment, for which 
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reason I report to you, sir, the main ^isi of his conversation. He 
does not believe that the existing slate of things will last long. Nor 
docs he foresee its being ended by the victory of the coalition, and 
events appear to justify his opinion; for, as you are qware, sir, 
for some time past tidings from the front have been bad. He 
would rather seem to believe in the revolt of the poor and the women 
of the humbler classes, who remain still deeply attached to their 
religion. He holds that the wide-spread alarm caused by the 
Revolutionary Tribunal will soon reunite all France against the 
Jacobijis, *This tribunal* he said, in his joking way, * which 
sentences the Queen of France and a hread-hawker, is like that 
William Shakespeare the English admire so much, etc. . . .* 
He thinks it not impossible that Rpbespierre may marry Madame 
Royale and have himself named Protector of the Kingdom. 

“/ should he grateful to you, sir, if you would transmit me 
the amount owing to me, that is to say one thousand pounds ster- 
ling, by the channel you are in the habit of using; hut whatever 
you do, do not write to Monsieur Morhardt; he has lately been 
arrested, thrown into prison, etc., etc. . . .** 


“This Y^’orthy des Ilettes makes dancing-dolls, it 
appearsj” observed Beauvisage, “that is a valuable 
clue . . . though certainly there are many petty 
trades of the sort carried on in the Section.” 

“That reminds me,’’ said Delourmel, “I promised 
(j) bring home a doll for my little girl Nathalie, my 
youngest, who is ill with scarlatina. The fever is 
not a dangerous one, but it demands careful nurs- 
ing, and Nathalie, a very forward child for her 
age, and with a very active brain, has but delicate 
health.” 

“I,” remarked Guenot, “I have only a boy. He 
plays hoop with barrel-hoops and makes little mont- 
golfier balloons by inflating paper bags.” 

“Very often,” Beauvisage put in his word, “it is 
with articles that are not toys at all that children 
like best to play. My nephew Emile, a little chap 
of seven, a very intelligent child, amuses himself all 
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day long with little wooden bricks with which he 
builds houses. • . . Do you snufF, citoyens ?” — ajid 
Beauvisage held out his open snuiF-box to the two 
delegates. 

“Now we must set about nabbing our rascal,” 
said Delourmel, who had long moustaches and great 
eyes that rolled in his head. “ I feel quite in the mood 
this morning for a dish of aristocrat’s lights and 
liver, washed down with a glass of white wine.*^’ 

Beauvisage suggested to the delegates going to 
the Place Dauphine tp see if his colleague Dupont 
senior was at his shop there; he would be sure to 
know this man, des Ilettes. 

So they set olF in the keen morning air, accom- 
panied by four grenadiers of the Section. 

“ Have you seen ‘ The Last Judgment of Kings* 
played?” Delourmel asked his companions; “the 
piece is worth seeing. The author shows you all the 
Kings of Europe on a desert island where they have 
taken refuge, at the foot of a volcano which swal- 
lows them up. It is a patriotic work.” 

At the corner of the Rue *du Harlay Delourmel’s 
eye was caught by a little cart, as brilliantly painted 
as a reliquary, which an old woman was pushing, 
wearing over her coif a hat of waxed cloth. 

“What is that old woman selling?” he asked. 

The old dame answered for herself: 

“Look, gentlemen, make your choice. I have 
beads and rosaries, crosses, St. Anthonys, holy 
cerecloths, St. Veronica handkerchiefs, Ecce homos, 
Agnus Deis, hunting-horn's and rings of St. Hubert, 
and articles tof devotion of every sort and 
kind.” 

“Why, it is the very arsenal of fanaticism!” cried 
Delourmel jn horror, — and he proceeded to a sum- 
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mary examination of the poor woman, who made 
the same answer to every question: 

“My son, it’s forty years I have been selling arti- 
cles of devotion.” 

Another Delegate of the Committee of General 
Security, noticing a blue-coated National Guard 
passing, directed him to convey the astonished old 
woman to the Conciergerie. 

The citoyen Beauvisage pointed out to Delourmel 
that it would have been mo?e in the competence of 
the Committee of Surveillance to arrest the woman 
and bring her before the Section; that in any case, 
one never knew nowadays what attitude to take 
up towards the old religion so as to act up to the 
views of the Government, and whether it was best 
to allow everything or forbid everything. 

On nearing the joiner’s shop, the delegates and 
the commissary could hear angry shouts mingling 
with the hissing of the saw and the grinding of the 
plane. A quarrel had broken out between the joiner, 
Dupont senior, and his neighbour Remade, the 
porter, because of the citoyenne Remade, whom an 
irresistible attraction was for ever drawing into the 
recesses of the workshop, whence she would return 
to the porter’s lodge all covered with shavings and 
saw-dust. The injured porter bestowed a kick on 
Mouton, the carpenter’s dog, which at that very 
moment his own little daughter Josephine was nurs- 
ing lovingly in her arms. Josephine was furious and 
burst into a torrent of imprecations against her 
father, while the carperfter shouted* in a voice of 
exasperation: , 

“Wretch! I tell you you shall not beat my dog.” 

“And I,” retorted the porter brandishing ’ his 
broom, “I tell you you shall not . . .” 
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He did not finish the sentence; the joiner’s plane 

had hurtled close past his head. 

The instant he caught sight of the citoyen Beau- 
visage and the attendant delegates, he rushed up to 
him and cried: 

** Citoyen Commissary you are my witness, this 
villain has just tried to murder me.” 

The citoyen Beauvisage, in his red cap, the badge 
of his office, put out his long arms in the attitude of 
a peacemaker, and addressing the porter and the 
joiner: ^ 

“A hundred sols” he announced, “to whichever 
of you will inform us where to find a suspect, wanted 
by the Committee of General Security, a ci-devant 
named des llettes, a maker of dancing-dolls.” 

With one accord porter and carpenter designated 
Brotteaux’s lodging, the only quarrel now between 
them being who should have the assignat for a hun- 
dred sols promised the informer. * • ' 

Delourmel, Guenot, and Beauvisage, followed by 
the four grenadiers. Remade the porter, Dupont 
the carpenter, and a dozen* little scamps of the 
neighbourhood filed up the stairs which shook under 
their tread* and finally mounted the ladder to th*e 
attics. 

Brotteaux was in his garret busy cutting out his 
dancing figures, while the Pere Longuemare sat fa- 
cing him, stringing their scattered limbs on threads, 
smiling to himself to see rhythm and harmony thus 
growing under his fingers. 

At die sound of muskets being grounded on the 
landing, the nyink trembled in every limb, not that 
he was a whit less courageous than Brotteaux, who 
neifbr moved a muscle, but the habit of respect for 
human conventions had never disciplined him to 
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assume an attitude of self-composure. Brotteaux 
gathered from the citoyen Delourmel’s questions the 
quarter from which the blow had come and saw too 
late how unwise it is to confide in women. He 
obeyed the citoyen Commissary’s order to go with 
him, first picking up his Lucretius and his three shirts. 

“The citoyen,” he said, “pointing to the Pere 
Longuemare, “is an assistant I have taken to help 
me make my marionettes. His home is here.’’ 

But the monk failing to produce a certificate of 
citizenship, was put under arrest along with Bfot- 
teaux. 

As the procession filed past the porter’s door, the 
citoyenne Remade, leaning on her broom, looked at 
her lodger with the eyes of virtue beholding crime 
in the clutches of the law. Little Josephine, dainty 
and disdainful, held back Mouton by his collar when 
the dog tried to fawn on the friend who had often 
given him a lump of sugar. A gaping crowd filled 
the Place de Thionville. 

At the foot of the stairs Brotteaux came face to 
face with a young peasant woman who was on the 
point of going up. She carried a basket on her arm 
(nil of eggs and in her hand a fiat cake Wrapped in a 
napkin. It was Athenai's, who had come from Palai- 
seau to present her saviour with a token of her grati- 
tude. When she observed a posse of magistrates 
and four grenadiers and “Monsieur Maurice’’ 
being led away a prisoner, she stopped in con- 
sternation and asked if it was really true; then 
she stepped up to the Commissary, and said in a 
gentle voice: 

“You are not taking him to prison? it can’t be 
possible. . . . Why! you don’t know him! God 
himself is not better or kinder.” 
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The citoyen Delourmel pushed her “iiway and 
beckoned to the grenadiers to come forward. Then 
Athenai's let loose a torrent of the foulest abuse, the 
filthiest and most abominable invective, at the 
magistrates and soldiers, who thought that all the 
rinsings of the Palais-Royal and the Rue Fromen- 
teau were being emptied over their devoted heads. 
After which, in a voice that filled the whole Place 
de Thionville and sent a shudder through the ];hrong 
of curious onlookers: , 

"Vive le roi! Vive le roi!” she yelled. 



XVIII 


HE citoyenne Gamelin was devoted to 
old Brotteaux, and taking him alto- 
gether, thought him the best and 
greatest man she had ever known. 
She had not ^bidden him good-bye 
when he was arrested, because 'a'he 
would not have dared to defy the 
powers that be and because in her lowly estate she 
looked upon cowardice as a duty. But she had 
received a blow she could not recover from. 

She could not eat and lamented she had lost her 
appetite just when she had at last the means to 
satisfy it. *She still admired her son; but she durst 
not let her mind dwell on the appalling duties he 
was engaged upon and congratulated herself she 
was only an ignorant woman who had no call to 
judge his conduct. 

,The poor mother had found a rosary ^t the bot- 
tom of a trunk; she hardly knew how to use it, but 
often fumbled the beads in her trembling fingers. 
She had lived to grow old without any overt exer- 
cise of her religion, but she had always been a pious 
woman, and she would pray to God all day long, in 
the chimney corner, to save her boy and that good, 
kind Monsieur Brotteaux. Elodie often came to 
see her; they durst not look each othtfr in the eyes, 
and sitting side by side they would tdk at random 
of indifferent matters. . 

One day in Pluviose, when the snow, falling in 
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heavy flakes, darkened the sky and deadened the 
noises of the city, the citoyenne Gamelin, who was 
alone in the lodging heard a knock at the door. She 
started ' violently; for months now the slightest 
noise had set her trembling. She opened the door. 
A young man of eighteen or twenty walked in, his 
hat on his head. He was dressed in a bottle-green 
box-coat, the triple collar of which covered his bust 
and descended to the waist. He wore top-boots of 
an English cut. His "chestnut hair fell in ringlets 
ab«:it his shoulders. ,He stepped into the middle 
of the studio, as if wishful that all the light admitted 
by the snow-encumbered sky-light might fall on 
him, and stood there some moments without mov- 
ing or speaking. 

At last, in answer to the citoyenne Gamelin’s look 
of amazement: 

“Don’t you know your daughter?” 

■ The old dame clasped her hands: « 

“Julie! ... It is you. . . . Good God! is it 
possible? ...” 

“Why, yes, it is I. Kiss me, mother.” 

The cit(^enne Gamelin pressed her daughter to 
her bosom, and dropped a tear on the collar of the 
box-coat. Then she began again in an anxious voice: 

“You, in Paris! . . .” 

“Ah! mother, but why did I not come alone! 
Fen: myself, they will never know me in this dress.” 

It was a fact the box-coat sufficiently disguised 
her shape, and she did not look very different from 
a great many very young men, who, like her, wore 
their hair lon^ and parted in two masses on the fore- 
head. Her features, which were delicately cut and 
charming, but burnt by the sun, drawn with fatigue, 
worn with anxiety, had a bold, masculine expression. 
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She was slim, with long straight limbs and an easy 
carriage; only the clear treble ot her voice could 
have betrayed her sex. ‘ 

Her mother asked her it she was hungry. She 
said she would be glad of something to eat, and 
when bread, wine and ham had been set before her, 
she* fell to, one elbow on the table, with a pretty glut- 
tony, like Ceres in the hut of' the old woman 
Baubo. 

Then, the glass still at her lips; 

“Mother,” she asked, “do you know when my 
brother will be back? I have come to speak to 
him.” 

The good woman looked at her daughter in em- 
barrassment and said nothing. 

“I must see him. My husband was arrested this 
morning and taken to the Luxembourg.” 

By this name of “husband” she designated For- 
tune dc Chassagne, a ci-devant noble and officer in 
Bouille’s regiment. He had first loved her when 
she was a work-girl at a milliner’s in the Rue des 
Lombards, and had darned her away with him to 
England, whither he had fled after the loth August. 
He was her lover; but she thought it more becom- 
ing to speak of him as her husband before her mother. 
Indeed, she told herself that the hardships they had 
shared had surely united them in a wedlock conse- 
crated by suffering. 

More than once they had spent the night side by 
side on a bench in one of the London .. parks and 
gathered up scraps of broken bread junder the table 
in the taverns in Piccadilly. 

Her mother could find no answer and gazed at 
her mournfully. • 

“Don’t you hear what I say, mother? Time 
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presses, I must see fivariste at once; He, and he 
only, can save Fortune’s life.” 

“Julie,” answered her mother at last, “it is better 
you should not speak to your brother,” 

“Why, what do you mean, mother?” 

“I mean what I say, it is better you do not 
speak to your brother about Monsieur de Chas- 
sagne.” 

“But, mother, I must!” , 

“My child, fivariste, can never forgive Monsieur 
de Chassagne for his treatment of you. You know 
how angrily he used to* speak of him, what names he 
called him.” 

I “Yes, he called him seducer,” said Julie with a 
little hissing laugh, shrugging her shoulders. 

“My child, it was a mortal blow to his pride. 
Evariste has vowed never again to mention Monsieur 
de Chassagne’s name, and for two years now he has 
not breathed one word of him or of you.* ^ut his 
feelings have not altered; you know him, he can 
never forgive you.” 

“But, mother, as Fortune has married me . . . 
in London. . . .” 

The poof mother threw up her eyes and hands: * 

“Fortune is an aristocrat, an emigre, and that is 
cause enough to make Evariste treat him as an 
enemy.” 

“Mother, give me a direct answer. Do you mean 
that if I ask him to go to the Public Prosecutor and 
the Committee of General Security and take the 
necessary stepj to save Fortune’s life, do you mean 
that he will not consent? . . . But, mother, he 
would be a monster if he refused!” 

“*My child, your brother is an honest man and a 
good son. But do not ask him, oh ! do not ask him 
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to intercede for Monsieur de Chassagne. . . . Listen 
to me, Julie. He does not confide his thoughts to 
me and, no doubt, I should not be competent to 
understand them . . . but he is a juror;, he has 
principles; he acts as his conscience dictates. Do 
not ask him anything, Julie.” 

“Ah! I see you know him now. You know that 
he is cold, callous, that he is a bad man, that ambi- 
tion, and vainglory are his only guides. And you 
always loved him better than me. When we lived 
together, all three of us, you set him up as my pat- 
tern to copy. His staid denfeanour and grave /{)eech 
impressed you; you thought he possessed all the 
virtues. And me, me you always blamed, you gave 
me all the vices, because I was frank and free, and 
because I climbed trees. You could never endure 
me. You loved nobody but him. There, I hate 
him, your model Evariste; he is a hypocrite." 

“!l^sh, Julie! I have been a good mother to you 
as wdl as to him. I had you taught a trade. It 
has been no fault of mine that you are not an hon- 
est woman and did not marry in your station. I 
loved you tenderly and I love you still. I forgive 
*you and I love you. But do not speak ill of Evariste. 
He is a good son. He has always taken care of me. 
When you left me, my child, when you abandoned 
your trade and forsook your shop, to go and live 
with Monsieur de Chassagne, what would have 
become of me without him? I should have died of 
hunger and wretchedness.” 

“Do not talk so, mother; you know very well 
we would have cherished you with all affection. 
Fortune and I, if you had not turned your face from 
us, at Evariste’s instigation. Never tell mel.he is 
incapable of a kindly action. It was to make me 
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odious in your eyes that he made a pretence of car- 
ing for you. He! love you? ... Is he capable of 
loving anyone? He has neither heart nor head. 
He has. no talent, not a scrap. To paint, a man 
must have a softer, tenderer nature than his.” 

She threw a glance round the canvases in the 
studio, which she found to be no better and no worse 
than when she left her home. 

“There you see his soul! he has put it in his pic- 
tures, cold and sombre as it is. His Orestes, his 
Orestes with the dull eye and cruel mouth, and 
looldiiig as if he had been impaled, is himself all 
over. . . . But, mother, cannot 3'’ou understand at 
all? I cannot leave Fortune in prisoi.. You know 
these Jacobins, these patriots, all Evariste’s crew. 
They will kill him. Mother, little mother, darling 
mother, I cannot have them kill him. I love him! 
I lo*^e him! He has been so good to me, and we 
have been so unnappj' together. Look, this box- 
coat is one of his coats. I had never a shut left. 
A friend of Fortune’s lent me a jacket and I got a 
post with an eating-house keeper at Dover, while 
he worked at a barber’s. We knew quite well that 
to return to France was to risk our lives; but w® 
were asked if we would go to Paris to carry out 
an important mission. . . . We agreed, — ^we would 
have accepted a mission to hell! Our travelling ex- 
penses were paid and we were given a letter of ex- 
cha'nge on a Pans banker. We found the offices 
closed; the banker is in prison and going to be guil- 
lotined. We had not a bi^ss farthing. All the in- 
dividuals with Vhom we were in correspondence and 
to whom we cOuld appeal are fled or imprisoned. 
Not, a door to knock at. We slept in a stable in 
the Rue de la Femme-sans-tete. A charitable boot- 
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black, wKo slept on the same straw with us there, 
lent my lover one of his boxes, a brush and a pot of 
blacking three quarters empty. For a fortnight 
Fortune made his living and mine by blacking shoes 
in the Place de Greve. 

“But on Monday a Member of the Commune put 
his foot on the box to have his boots polished. He 
had been a butcher once, a man Fortune had before 
now given a kick behind to for selling meat of short 
weight. When Fortune rai,^ed his head to ask for 
his two sous, the rascal recognized him, called him 
aristocrat, and threatened to have him arrested. 
A crowd collected, made up of honest folks and a few 
blackguards, who began to shout “Death to the 
emigre!” and called for the gendarmes. At that 
moment I came up with Fortu.ie’s bowl of soup. I 
saw him taken off to the Section and shut up in the 
church of Saint-Jean. I tried t • kiss him, but they 
hustjed Ine aw^a)'. I spent the nigl.t ’ike a dog on 
the church steps. . . . They took him away this 
morning. . . .” 

Julie could not finish, her sobs choked her. 

SKe threw her hat on the llcoi and fell on her 
\nees at her mother’s feet. 

“They took him away this morning to the Luxem- 
bourg prison. Mother, mother, help me to save 
him; have pity on your child ! ” 

Drowned in her tears, she threw open her box- 
coat and, the better to prove herself a woman and a 
wife, bared her bosom; seizing her mother’s hands, 
she held them close over*her throbbing breasts. 

“My darling, my daughter, Julie, my Julie!’’ 
sobbed the widow Gamelin, — and pressed her stream- 
ing cheeks to the girl’s. » 

For some moments they clung together without 
14 
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a word. The poor mother was racking Ber brains 
for some way of helping her daughter, and Julie 
was watching the kind look in those tearful 
eyes. 

“Perhaps,” thought Evariste’s mother, “perhaps, 
if I speak to him, he will be melted. He is good, he 
is tender-hearted. If politics had not hardened 
him, if he had not been influenced by the Jaco- 
bins, he would never have had these crueV feel- 
ings, that terrify mcc, because I cannot under- 
stand them.’* 

She took Julie’s heacf in her two hands: 

“Listen, my child. I will speak to Evariste. I 
will sound him, get him to see you and hear your 
story. The sight of you might anger him; his first 
impulse might be to turn against you. . . . And 
then, I know him; this costume would offend him; 
he is uncomprom'sing in everything that touches 
morals, that hocks the proprieties. I Whsj bit 
startled to see my Julie dressed as a man.” 

“Oh! moilier, the emigration and the feirful dis- 
orders of the kingdom Have* made these disguises 
quite a common thing. They are adopted in brder 
to follow a i:fad'=‘, to escape recognition, to get a boi- 
rowed passport or a certificate approved. In London 
I saw young Girey dressed as a girl, — and he 3l 

v.ry pretty girl; you must own, mother, that is a 
more scandalous disguise than mine.” 

“My poor child, you have no need to justify your- 
self in my eyes, whether in this or any ''ther thing. 
I am your motljer; for me you will always be blame- 
less. I will spe^k to Evariste, I will say ...” 

She broke off. She knew what her son was; she 
felt ft in her heart, but she would not believe it, she 
midd not know it. 



THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 


211 


**He is *kind-hearted. He will do it for my sake 
. . . for your sake, he will do what I ask him.” 

The two women, weary to the death, fell silent. 
Julie sank asleep, her head pillowed on the knees 
where she had rested as a child, while the mother, 
the rosary between her hands, wept, like another 
mater dolorosa^ over the calamities she felt draw- 
ing stealthily nearer and nearer in the silence of 
this day of snow when everything was hushed, 
footsteps and carriage wheels and the very heaven 
itself. 

Suddenly, with a keenness of hearing sharpened 
by anxiety, she caught the sound of her son’s steps 
iOn the stairs. 

, “£variste!” she cried. “Hide” — and she hurried 
the girl into the bedroom. 

“How are you to-day, mother dear?” 

Evariste hung up his hat on its peg, changed his 
bluq^paf for a working jacket and sa« dov/n before 
his easel. For some days he had been working at 
a sketch in charcoal of a Victory layjng a wreath 
on the brow of a dead* soldier, who had died for the 
fatheFland. Once the subject would have called 
oat all his enthusiasm, but the Tribun^ consumed 
aP bis days and absorbed his whole soul, while his 
hard had lost its knack from disuse and had grown 
heavy and inert. 

He hummed over the Qa ira, 

“I hear j-ou singing, ’ said the citoyenne Gamelin; 
“you are hg.it-hearted, Evariste?” 

“We have reason to *’.0 glad, mother; there is 
good news. La Vendee is crushed, the Austrians 
beaten, the Army of the Rhine has forced the lines 
of Lantern and of Wissembourg. The day 4s at 
hand when the Republic triumphant will show her 
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clemency. Why must the conspirators’* audacity 
increase the mightier the Republic waxes in strength, 
and traitors plot to strike the fatherland a blow in 
the dark at the very moment her lightnings over- 
whelm the enemies that assail her openly.'*” 

The citoyenne Gamelin, as she sat knitting a stock- 
ing, was watching her son’s face over her spectacles. 

“Berzelius, your old model, has been to ask for 
the ten livres you owed him; I paid him. ^Little 
Josephine has had a beHy-ache from eating too much 
of the preserves the carpenter gave her. So I made 
her ^ drop of herb tea! . . . Desmahis has been to 
see you; he was sorry he did not find you in. He 
wanted to engrave a design by you. He thinks you 
have great talent. He is a fine fellow; he looked at 
your sketches and admired them.” 

“When peace is re-established and conspiracy 
suppressed,” said the painter, “I shall begin on my 
Orestes again. It is not my way to flattel- itself; 
but that head is worthy of David’s brush.” 

He outlined with a majestic sweep the arm of his 
Victory. * 

“She holds out palms,” he said. “But it ^ould 
be finer if her arms themselves were palms.” * 

“fivariste!” 

“Mother?” 

“I have had news . . . guess, of whom ...” 

“-I do not know.” 

“Of Julie ... of your sister . . . She is not 
happy.” 

“It would b^ a scandal if she were.” 

“Do not speak so, my son, she is your sister. 
Julie is not a bad woman; she had a good disposition, 
which misfortune has developed. She loves you. I 
can assure you, £variste, that she only desires a 
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hard-worting, exemplary life and her fondest wish 
is to be reconciled to her friends. There is nothing 
to prevent your seeing her again. She has married 
Fortune Chassagne.” 

‘^She has written to you?’* 

‘*How, then, have you had news of her, mother?’’ 

‘*It was not by letter, fivariste; it was . . 

sprang up and stopped her with a savage cry : 

*‘Not another word, motl|er! Do not tell me they 
have both returned to France. ... As they are 
doomed to perish, at least let it not be at my ftands. 
For their own sake, for yours, for mine, let me not 
know they are in Paris. . . . Do not force the knowl- 
edge on me; otherwise . . 

‘‘What do you mean, my son? you would think, 
you would dare ... ?” 

‘^Mother, hear what I say; if I knew my sister 
Julie to be in that room . . (and he pointed 
at the closed door), “I should go instantly to de- 
nounce her to the Committee of Vigilance of the 
Section.” * 

^ XJie poor mother, her face as white as her coif, 
dropped her knitting from her trembling hands and 
sighed in a voice fainter than the faintest whisper: 

“I would not believe it, but I see it now; my 
boy is a monster. ...” 

As pale as she, the froth gathering on his lips, 
fivariste fled from the house and ran to find at 
Elodie’s side forgetfulness, sleep, the delicious fore- 
taste of extinction. 
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HILE the Pete Longuemare and the 
girl Athenais were examined at the 
Section, Brotteaux was led off be- 
tween two gendarmes to the Luxem- 
bourg, where the door-keeper refused 
to admit; him, declaring he had no 
room left. The old financier was next 
taken to the Conciergerie and brought into the 
Gaoler’s office, quite a small room, divided in two 
by a glazed partition. While the clerk was inscrib- 
ing his name in the prison registers, Brotteaux could 
see through the panes two men lying each on a tat- 
tered mattress, both as still as death and with glazed 
eyes that seemed to see nothing. Plates, bottles 
and bits of broken bread and meat littered the floor 
round them. They were prisoners condemned to 
death and waiting for the cart to arrive. ^ 

The ci-devant Monsieur des Ilettes was thrust into, 
a dungeon, where by the light of a lantern he could 
just make out two figures stretched on the ground, 
one savage-looking and hideously mutilated, the 
other graceful and pleasing. The two prisoners 
offered him a share of their straw, and this, rotten 
and swarming with vermin as it was, was better than 
having to lie on the earth, which was befouled with 
excrement. Brctteaux sanK down on a bench in the 
pestiferous darkpess ahd sat there, his head against 
the wall, speechless and motionless. So intense was 
his agony of mind he would have dashed out his 
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brains agasnst the stones if he had had the strength. 
He could not breathe. His eyes swam, and a long- 
drawn murmur, as soft as silence, filled his ears. He 
felt his whole being bathed in a delicious semi-con- 
sciousness. For one incomparable moment every- 
thing was harmony, serenity, light, fragrance, sweet- 
ness. Then he ceased to know or feel any- 
thing. 

When he returned to himself, the first notion that 
entered his head was to regret his coma and, a 
philosopher even in the stupor of despair, he reflected 
how he had had to plunge to the depths of an under- 
ground dungeon, there to await execution, to enjoy 
the most exquisite of all voluptuous sensations he 
had ever tasted. He tried hard to lose conscious- 
ness again, but without success; on the contrary, 
little by little he felt the poisonous air of the dungeon 
fill his lungs and bring with it, along with the fever 
of life, full consciousness of his intolerable 
wretchedness. 

Meantime his two companions regarded his silence 
as a cruel personal insult. Brotteaux, who was of 
a sociable turn, endeavoured to satisfy their curiosity; 
but when they discovered he was only>what they 
called “a political,” one of the mild sort whose 
crime was only a matter of words and opinions, they 
lost all respect and sympathy for him. The" offences 
charged against these two prisoners had more grit; 
the older of the men was a murderer, the other had 
been manufacturing forged assignats. Both made 
the best of their situation and even found some 
alleviations in it. Brotteaux’s thoughts suddenly 
turned to the world above him, — ^hml^ over his head 
all was noise and bustle, light and life, while, the 
pretty shopwomen in the Palais de Justice behind 
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their counters, loaded with perfumery and prerty 
knicknacks, smiled on their customers, happy people 
free to go where they pleased, — and the picture 
doubled his despair. 

Night fell, unmarked in the darkness and silence 
of the dungeon, but yet gloomy and oppressive. 
One leg extended on his bench and his back propped 
against the wall, Brotteaux fell into a doze. And lo! 
he saw himself seated at the foot of a leafy beech, 
in which the birds were singing; the setting sun 
bathed the river in liq'uid fire and the clouds were 
edged with purple. The night wore through. A 
burning fever consumed him and he greedily drained 
his pitcher to the dregs, but the fetid water only 
increased his distress. 

Next day the gaoler who brought the food prom- 
ised Brotteaux, if he could afford the cost, to give 
him the privileges of a prisoner who pays for his 
accommodation, so soon as there should* be room, 
and it was not likely to be long first. And ko it 
turned out; two days later he invited the old finan- 
cier to leave his dungeon. .At every step he took 
upwards, Brotteaux felt life and vigour coming back 
to him, and when he saw a room with a red-tiled 
floor and in it a bed of sacking covered with a dingy 
woollen counterpane, he wept for joy. The gilded 
bed carved with doves billing and cooing that he 
had once had made for the prettiest of the dancers 
at the Opera had not seemed__so^desirable or promised 
him such delights. 

This bed of sacking wa\in a large hall, very fairly 
clean, which h*eld seventeen others like it, separated 
by high partifions of planks. The company that 
occupied these quarters, composed of ex-nobles, 
tradesmen, bankers, working-men, hit the old pub- 
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lican’s tas*te well enough, for he could accommodate 
himself to persons of all qualities. He noticed that 
these, cut off like himself from every opportunity 
of pleasure and foredoomed to perish at the hand of 
the executioner, were of a very merry humour and 
showed a marked taste for wit and raillery. His 
bent was to think lightly of mankind, so he attrib- 
uted the high spirits of his companions to the frivolity 
of their minds, which prevented them from looking 
seriously at their situation. Moreover, he was 
strengthened in his opinion Jjy observing ho^ the 
more intelligent among them were profoundly sad. 
He remarked before long, that, for the most part, 
wine and brandy supplied the inspiration of a gaiety 
that betrayed its source by its violent and some- 
times almost insane character. They did not all pos- 
sess courage; but all made a display of it. This 
caused Brotteaux no surprise; he was well aware how 
men. wilTreadily enough avow cruelty, passion, even 
avarice, but never cowardice, because such an ad- 
mission would bring them, among savages and even 
in civilized society, into’ mortal danger. That is the 
reason, he reflected, why all nations are nations of 
heroes and all armies are made up of t>rave men 
only. 

More potent, even, than wine and brandy were 
the rattle of weapons and keys, the clash of locks 
and bolts, the cry of sentries, the stamping of feet 
at the door of the Tribunal, to intoxicate the prison- 
ers and fill their minds with melancholy, insanity, 
or frenzy. Some there >/^ere who cut their throat 
with a razor or threw themselves frofi a window. 

Brotteaux had been living for three days in these 
privileged quarters when he learned through* the 
turnkey that the Pere Longuemare was languishing 
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on the rotten verminous straw of the common prison 
with the thieves and murderers. He had him put 
on paying terms in the same room as himself, where 
a bed had fallen vacant. Having promised to pay 
for the monk, the old publican, who had no large 
sum of money about him, struck out the idea of 
making portraits at a crown apiece. By the help 
of a gaoler, he procured a supply of small black 
frames in which to put pretty little designs m hair 
which he executed with considerable cleverness. 
Thesf productions sold well, being highly appre- 
ciated among people whose thoughts were set on 
leaving souvenirs to their friends. 

The Pere Longuemare kept a good heart and a 
high spirit. While waiting his summons to appear 
before the Revolutionary Tribunal, he was prepar- 
ing his defence. Drawing no distinction between 
his own case and that of the Church, he promised 
himself to expose to his judges the disorders . and 
scandals to which the Spouse of Christ was exposed 
by the Civil Constitution of the Clergy; he proposed 
to depict the eldest daughter of the Church waging 
sacrilegioi^s war upon the Pope, the French cler^ 
robbed, outraged, subjected to the odious domina- 
tion of laics, the regulars, Christ’s true army, de- 
spoiled and scattered. He cited St. Gregory the 
Great and St. Irenaeus, quoted numerous articles of 
the Canon Law and whole paragraphs from the 
Decretals. 

All day long he sat scribbling on his knees, at the 
foot of his bed, dipjjing stumps of pens worn to the 
feathers in ink, soot, coffee-grounds, covering with 
illegible writing candle-wrappers, packing-paper, 
newspapers, playing cards, even thinking of using 
his shirt for the same purpose after starching it. 
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Leaf by leaf the pile grew; pointing to this mass* of 
undecipherable scrawls, he would say: 

“Ah! when I appear before my judges, Lwill in- 
undate them with light.” 

Another day, casting a look of satisfaction on his 
defence, which grew bulkier day by day, and think- 
ing of these magistrates he was burning to confound, 
he cried: 

“I wouldn’t like to be in their shoes!” 

The prisoners whom fate* had brought together 
in this prison-room were Reyalists or Federslists, 
there was even a Jacobin amongst the rest; they 
held widely different views as to the right way of 
conducting the business of the State, but not one of 
them all preserved the smallest vestige of Christian 
beliefs. Feuillants, Constitutionals, Girondists, all, 
like Brotteaux, considered the Christians’ God a 
very bad, thing for themselves and an excellent one 
for the people; as for the Jacobins, they were for 
installing in the place of Jehovah a Jacobin god, 
anxious to refer the dispensation of Jacobinism on 
earth to a higher source. But as they could not con- 
Qeive, either one or the other, of anybod#^ being so 
absurd as to believe in any revealed religion, seeing 
that the Pere Longuemare was no foci, they took him 
to be a knave. By way, no doubt, of preparing for 
martyrdom, he made confession of faith at every 
opportunity, and the more sincerity he displayed, 
the more like an impostor he seemed. 

In vain Brotteaux stood surety for the monk’s 
good faith; Brotteaux himself. was Aputed to be- 
lieve only a part of what he said. Mis ideas were 
too singular not to appear affected and satisfied 
nobody entirely. He dubbed Jean-Jacques a dull, 
paltry rascal. Voltaire, on the other hand, he 
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accounted among the divinely-gifted men, though 
not on the same level as the amiable Helvetius, or 
Diderot, or the Baron d’Holbach. In his opinion 
the greatest genius of the century was Boulanger. 
He also thought highly of the astronomer Lalande 
and of Dupuis, author of a Memoir on the origin of 
the Constellations. 

The wits of the company made a thousand jokes 
at the poor Barnabite’s expense, the point of'which 
he never saw; his simplicity saved him from every 
pitfall. To drown th6 suspense that racked them 
and escape the torments of idleness, the prisoners 
played at draughts, cards and backgammon. No 
instrument of music was allowed. After supper they 
would sing, or recite verses. Voltaire’s La Pucelle 
brought a little cheerfulness to these aching hearts, 
and the company never wearied of hearing the tell- 
ing passages repeated. But, unable to distract their 
thoughts from the appalling vision that always 
loomed before their mind’s eye, they strove some- 
times to make a diversion of it, and in the chamber 
of the eighteen beds, before turning in for the night, 
they would play the game of the Revolutionary Tri- 
bunal. The parts were distributed according to 
tastes and aptitudes. While some represented the 
judges and prosecutor, others were the accused or the 
witnesses, others again the headsman and his men. 
The trials invariably wound up with the execution 
of the condemned, who were laid at full length on a 
bed, the neck underneath a plank. The scene then 
shifted to the infernal re^ons. The most agile of 
the troop, wrSpped in white sheets, played spectres. 
There was a young avocat from Bordeaux, a man 
named Dubose, short, dark, one-eyed, humpbacked, 
bandy-le]gged, the very black deuce in person, who 
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used to cbme all horned and hoofed, to drag the Pere 
Longuemare feet first out of his bed, announcing to 
the culprit that he was condemned to the everlast- 
ing flames of hell and doomed past redemption for 
having made of the Creator of the Universe a jealous 
being, a blockhead, and a bully, an enemy of human 
happiness and love. 

“Ah! ha! ha!” the devil would scream discord- 
ant]>i, “so you taught, you old bonze, that God de- 
lights to see His creaturei? languish in contrition 
and deny themselves His dearest gifts. Impostor, 
hypocrite, sneak, sit on nails and eat egg-shdlls for 
all eternity!” 

The Pere Longuemare, for all reply, would observe 
that the speech showed the philosopher’s cloven 
hoof behind the devil’s and that the meanest imp 
of hell would never have talked such foolishness, 
having at least rubbed shoulders with Theology and 
for certain being less ignorant than an Encyclo- 
pedist. 

But when the Girondist avocat called him a 
Capuchin, he turned sbarlet with anger and declared 
^ that'a man incapable of distinguishing a Barnabite 
from a Franciscan was too blind to see d fly in milk. 

The Revolutionary Tribunal was always drain- 
ing the prisons, which the Committees were as un- 
ceasingly replenishing; in three months the chamber 
of the eighteen was half full of new faces. The 
Pere Longuemare lost his tormentor. The avocat 
Dubose was haled before the Revolutionary Tri- 
bunal and condemned to death as Federalist and 
for having conspired against* the ujiity of the Re- 
public. On leaving, the court, he 'returned, as the 
prisoners always did, by a corridor that ran through 
the prison and opened on the room he had enlivened 
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for three months with his gaiety. As he «made his 
farewells to his companions, he maintained the 
same light tone and cheerful air that were habitual 
with hirti. 

“Forgive me, sir,” he said to the Pere Longue- 
mare, “for having hauled you feet foremost from 
your bed. I will never do it again.” 

Then, turning to old Brotteaux: 

“Good-bye, I go before you into the land qf no- 
where. I gladly return ^to Nature the atoms of my 
composition, only hoping she will make a better use 
of them for the future, Ibr it must be owned she did 
not make much of a job of me.” 

So he went on his way to the gaoler’s room, leav- 
ing Brotteaux sorrowful and the Pere Longuemare 
trembling and green as a leaf, more dead than alive 
to see the impious wretch laugh on the brink of the 
abyss. 

When Germinal brought back the briglrt days, 
Brotteaux, who was of an ardent temperament, 
tramped down several times every day to the court- 
yard giving on the women’s quarters, near the foun- 
tain where the female prisoners used to come* of a 
morning to V^ash their linen. An iron railing sepa- * 
rated the two barracks; but the bars were not so 
close together as to hinder hands joining and lips 
meeting. Under the kindly shade of night loving 
couples would press against the obstacle. At such 
times Brotteaux would retire discreetly to the stair- 
case and, sitting on a step, would draw from the 
pocket of his plum-coloured' surtout his little Lucre- 
tius and read, b^ the Hght of a lantern, some of the 
author’s sternly consolatory maxims: “Sic ubi non 
eritnut. . . . When we shall have ceased to be, noth- 
ing will have power to move us, not even the heavens 
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and eartlf and sea confounding their shattered frag- 
ments. . . But, in the act of enjoying his exalted 
wisdom, Brotteaux would find himself envying the 
Barnabite this craze that veiled the universe from 
his eyes. 

Month by month terror grew more intense. Every 
night the tipsy gaolers, their watch-dogs at their 
heels, would march from cell to cell, delivering acts 
of a(;cusation, howling out names they mutilated, 
waking the prisoners and for twenty victims marked 
on their list terrifying two hundred. Along these 
corridors, reeking with bloody memories, passed 
every day, without a murmur, twenty, thirty, fifty 
condemned prisoners, old men, women, young men 
and maidens, so widely different in rank and char- 
acter and opinion that the question rose involun- 
tarily to the lips, — had they not been chosen by 
lot? 

And* the card playing went on, the Burgundy 
drinking, the making of plans, the assignations for 
after dark at the rails. The company, new almost 
to a man, now consisted in great part of “extre- 
mistV’ and “irreconcilables.” But still the room 
of the eighteen beds remained the homfe of elegance 
and good breeding; barring two prisoners recently 
transferred from the Luxembourg to the Conciergerie 
and added to the company, by whom they were 
suspected of being spies, the citoyens Navette and 
Bellier by name, there were none but honest folk 
there who reposed a mutual trust in each other. 
Glass in hand, the victories of the Republic were 
celebrated by all. Amongsf the rest were several 
poets, as there always are in any gathering of people 
with nothing to do. The most accomplished com- 
posed odes on the triumphs of the Army of the Rhine, 



224 


THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 


which they recited with much mouthitfjg. They 
were uproariously applauded. Brotteaux was the 
only lukewarm admirer of the victors and the bards 
who sang their victories. 

“Since Homer began it,” he observed one day, 
“it has always been a mania with poets, this extoll- 
ing the powers of fighting-men. War is not an art, 
and luck alone decides the fate of battles. With two 
generals, both blockheads, face to face, one of »them 
must inevitably be victorious. Wait till some day 
one of these warriors you make gods of swallows you 
all up like the stork in the fable who gobbles up the 
frogs. Ahl then he would be really and truly a 
God! For you can always teli the gods by their 
appetite.” 

Brotteaux’s head had never been turned by the 
glamour of arms. He felt no triumph at the victories 
of the Republic, which he had foreseen. He did not 
like the new regime, which military success con- 
firmed. He was a malcontent. Another would have 
been the ^ame for less cause. 

One morning it was announced that the Commis- 
saries of the' Committee of General Security were 
going to institute a search in the prisoners’ quarters, 
that they would seize assignats, articles of gold and 
silver, knives, scissors; that similar proceedings had 
been taken at the Luxembourg, where letters, papers, 
and books had been taken possession of. 

Thereupon everyone tried to think of some hiding 
place in which to secure whatever he held most 
precious. The fere Longuemare carried away his 
defence in armfuls to a* rain-gutter, while Brotteaux 
slipped his Lucretius among the ashes on the 
hearthi 

When tl)e Commissaries, wearing tricolour ribands 



THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 


225 


at their rfecks, arrived to carry out their perquisi- 
tion, they found scarcely anything but such trifles 
as it had been deemed judicious to let them discover. 
On their departure, the Pere J.onguemare ran to his 
rain-pipe and rescued as much of his defence as 
wind and water had spared. Brotteaux pulled out 
his Lucretius from the fireplace all black with soot. 

“Let us make the best of the present,” he thought, 
“for I augur from sundry tokens that our time is 
straitly measured from henceforth.” 

One soft night in Prairial, while over the ^prison 
yard the moon riding high in a pale sky showed her 
two silver horns, th^ ex-financier, who, as his way 
was, sat reading Lucretius on a step of the stone 
stairs, heard a voice call him, a woman’s voice, a 
delightful voice, which he did not know. He went 
down into the court and saw behind the railing a 
form which he recognized as little as he did the voice, 
but which reminded him, in its half-seen fascinating 
outlines, of all the women he had loved. A flood of 
silvery blue moonlight fell on it. Next instant 
Brottgaux recognized the pretty actress of the Rue 
JFeydeau, Rose Thevenin. , 

“You here, my child! It is a joy to see you, but 
it stabs my heart. Since when have you been here, 
and why?” 

“Since yesterday,” — and she added very low: 

“I have been denounced as a Royalist. They 
accuse me of conspiring to set free the Queen. Know- 
ing you were here, I tried at once to see you. Listen 
to me, dear friend . . . you .will let me call you 
so? ... I know people in power; J have .sympa- 
thizers, I am sure of it, on the Committee of Public 
Safety itself. I will sej: my friends to work; they 
will deliver me, and / will deliver you.” 

16 0 
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But Brotteaux in a voice that took on in accent 
of urgency: 

“By .everything you hold dear, my child, do 
nothing of the sort! Do not write, do not petition; 
ask nothing of anybody, I conjure you, let yourself 
be forgotten.” 

As she appeared unconvinced by what he said, he 
went on more beseechingly still: 

“Not a word. Rose, let them forget you; •there 
lies safety. Anything jmur friends might attempt 
would only hasten your undoing. Time is every- 
thing; only a short delay, a .very short one, I hope, 
is needed to save you. . . . Above all, never try to 
melt the judges, the jurors, a Gamelin. They are 
not men, they are things; there is no arguing with 
things. Let them forget you; if you take my ad- 
vice, sweetheart, I shall die happy, happy to have 
saved your life.” 

She answered: 

“I will do as you say. . . . Never talk of 
dying. ...” 

He shrugged his shoulders. , 

“My life^is ended, my child. Do you live and^ 
be happy.” 

She tookfhis hands and laid them on her bosom: 

“Hear what I sjy, dear friend. ... I have only 
seen you once for a day, and yet you are not indif- 
ferent to me. And if what I am going to tell you 
can renew your attachment to life, ohl believe my 
promise, — I will be for you . . . whatever you shall 
wish me to be.” 

And they exchanged a kiss on the mouth through 
die bars. 



XX 



VARISTE GAMELIN, as he sat, 
one day that a long, tedious case was 
before the Tribunal, on the jury- 
bench in the stifling court, closed his 
eyes and thought: 

“Evil-doerSf by forcing Marat to 
hide in holes and corners, had turned 


him into a bird of night, the bird of Minerva, whose 
glance pierced the dark recesses where conspirators 
lurked. Now it is a blue eye, cold and calm, that 
discovers the enemies of the State and denounces 


traitors with a subtlety unknown even to the Friend 
of the People, now asleep for ever in the garden of 
the Cordeliers. The new saviour of the country, as 
zealous and more keen-sighted than the first, sees 
what no man before had seen and with a lifted finger 
spreads terror broadcast. He discerns the fine, im- 
perceptible shades of difference that divide evil from 
good, vice from virtue, which but for him would have 
been confounded, to the hurt of the fatherland and 
freedom, he marks out before him the thin, inflexible 
line outside which lies, to the right hand and to the 
left, only error, crime, and wickedness. The Incor- 
ruptible teaches how men serve the foreigner equally 
by excess of zeal and by supineness, by persecuting 
the religious in the name of reason no less than by 
fighting in the name of religion against the laws of 
the Republic. Every whit as much as the villains 
who immolated Le Peltjer and Marat, do they serve 
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the foreigner who decree them divine h()nours, to 
compromise their memory. Agent of the foreigner 
whosoeyer repudiates the ideas of order, wisdom, op- 
portunity; agent of the foreigner whosoever out- 
rages morals, scandalizes virtue, and, in the foolish- 
ness of his heart, denies God. Yes, fanatic priests 
deserve to die; but there is an anti-revolutionary 
way of combating fanaticism; abjurers, too, may 
be guilty of a crime. By moderation men destroy 
the Republic; by violepce they do the same. 

“August and terriblp the functions of a judge, — 
functfons defined by the wisest of mankind! It is 
not aristocrats alone, federalists, scoundrels of the 
Orleans faction, open enemies of the fatherland, 
that we must strike down. The conspirator, the 
agent of the foreigner is a Proteus, he assumes all 
shapes, he puts on the guise of a patriot, a revolu- 
tionary, an enemy of Kings; he affects the boldness 
of a heart that beats only for freedom; His voice 
swells, and the foes of the Republic tremble. His 
name is Danton; his violence is a poor cloak to his 
odious moderatism, and his Base corruption is mani- 
fest at last. The conspirator, the agent of the for- 
eigner is that fluent stammerer, the man who clappecf 
the first cockade of revolution in his hat, that 
pamphleteer who, in his ironical and cruel patriot- 
ism, nicknamed himself, *The procureur of the 
Lantern.’ His name is Camille Desmoulins. He 
threw off the mask by defending the Generals, 
traitors to their country, and claiming measures of 
clemency criminal at such k time. There was Philip- 
peaux, there \i^as Hefault, there was the despicable 
Lacroix. There was the Pere Duchesne, he, too, a 
conspirator and agent of the foreigner, the vile 
demagogue who degraded l^erty, and whose filthy 
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calumnies stirred sympathy for Antoinette herself. 
There was Chaumette, who yet was a mild man, 
popular, moderate, well-intentioned, and virtuous 
in the administration of the Commune; but he was 
an atheist! Conspirators, agents of the foreigner, — 
such were all those sansculottes in red cap and car- 
magnole and sabots who recklessly outbid the Jaco- 
bins in patriotism. Conspirator and agent of the 
foreigner was Anacharsis Cloots, ‘orator of the 
human race,’ condemned fo die by all the Mon- 
archies of the world ; but^ everything was to be 
feared of him, — he was a Prussian. • 

“Now violent or moderate, all these evil-doers, all 
these traitors, — Dan’ton, Desmoulins, Hebert, Chau- 
mette, — have perished under the axe. The Repub- 
lic is saved; a chorus of praises rises from all the 
Committees and the popular assemblies one and all 
to greet Maximilien and the Mountain. Good 
citizens cry aloud: ‘Worthy representatives of a 
free people, in vain have the sons of the Titans lifted 
their proud heads; oh! mountain of blessing, oh! 
protecting Sinai, frorh thy tumultuous bosom has 
issued the saving lightning. . . . ’ 

“In this chorus the Tribunal has "Sts meed of 
praise. How sweet a thing it is to be virtuous, and 
how dear to public gratitude, to the heart of the 
upright judge! 

“Meanwhile, for a patriot heart, what food for 
amazement, what motives for anxiety! What! to 
betray the people’s cause, it was not enough to have 
a Mirabeau, a La Fayette, a Bajlly, a Petion, a 
Brissot? We must likewise' have the men who de- 
nounced these traitors. Can it be that all the pa- 
triots who made the Revolution only wrought to 
ruin her? that these "heroes of the great days were 
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but contriving with Pitt and Coburg to* give the 
kingdom to the Orleans and set up a Regency under 
Louis What! Danton was another Monk. 

What! Chaumette and the Hebertists, falser than 
the Federalists who sent them to the guillotine, had 
conspired to destroy the State! But among those 
who hurried to their death the traitor Danton and 
the traitor Chaumette, will not the blue eye of 
Robespierre discover anon more perfidious traitors 
yet? What will be the^nd of this hideous concat- 
enation of traitors beti^ayed and the revelations of 
the keefti-sigh ted Incorruptible? . . 



XXI 


EANTIME Julie Gamelin, in her 
bottle-green box-coat, went every day 
to the Luxembourg Gardens and 
there, on a bench at the end of one 
of the aveni\es, sat waiting for the 
moment whei\ her lover should show 
his face at one of the dormers of the 
Palace. Then they would beckon to each other and 
talk together in a language of signs they had in- 
vented. In this way she learned that the prisoner 
occupied a fairly good room and had pleasant com- 
panions, that he wanted a blanket for his bed and a 
kettle and loved his mistress fondly. 

She was not the only one to watch for the sight 
of a dear face at a window of the Palace now turned 
into a prison. A young mother not far from her kept 
her eyes fixed on a closed casement; then directly 
^he saw it open, she would lift her little one in her 
arms above her head* An old lady in a lace veil 
sat for long hours on a folding-chair, vainly hoping 
to catch a momentary glimpse of her son, who, for 
fear of breaking down, never left his game of quoits 
in the courtyard of the prison till the hour when 
the gardens were closed. 

During these long hours of waiting, whether the 
sky were blue or overcaSt, a^man of middle age, 
rather stout and very neatly dressed, )vas constantly 
to be seen oa a neighbouring bench, playing with 
his snuff-box and the charms on his watch-guard or 
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unfolding a newspaper, which he never read. He 
was dressed like a bourgeois of the old school in a 
gold-laced cocked hat, a plum-coloured coat and 
blue ■v^ai'stcoat embroidered in silver. He looked 
well-meaning enough, and was something of a mu- 
sician to judge by a flute, one end of which peeped 
from his pocket. Never for a moment did his eyes 
wander from the supposed stripling, on whom he 
bestowed continual smiles, and when he saw him 
leave his seat, he would get up himself and 'follow 
him at a distance. Jillie, in ber misery and lone- 
liness* was touched by the discreet sympathy the 
good man manifested. 

One day, as she was leaving»the gardens, it began 
to rain; the old fellow stepped up to her and, opening 
his vast red umbrella, asked permission to offer her 
its shelter. She answered sweetly, in her clear treble, 
that she would be very glad. But at the sound of 
her voice and warned perhaps by a subtle.scent of 
womanhood, he strode rapidly away, leaving the 
girl exposed to the rain-storm; she took in the situa- 
tion, and, despite her gnawing anxieties, could not 
restrain a smile. • 

Julie lived in an attic in the Rue du Cherche-Mid^ 
and represented herself as a draper's shop-boy in 
search of employment; the widow Gamelin, at last 
convinced that the girl was running smaller risks 
anywhere else than at her home, had got her away 
from the Place de Thionville and the Section du 
Pont-Neuf, and was giving her all the help she could 
in the way of food and lin^n. Julie did ber trifle of 
cooking, went <o the Luxembourg to see her beloved 
prisoner and bsrek again tocher garret; the monotony 
of the life was a balm to her grief, and, being young 
and strong, she slept wellcand soundly the night 



THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 233 


through. 5he was of a fearless temper and bioken 
in to an adventurous life; the costume she wore 
added perhaps a further spice of excitement, and 
she would sometimes sally out at night to visit a 
restaurateur’s in the Rue du Four, at the sign of 
the Red Cross, a place frequented by men of all 
sorts and conditions and women of gallantry. There 
she read the papers or played backgammon with 
some tradesman’s clerk or citizen-soldier, who 
smoked his pipe in her facei» Drinking, gambling, 
love-making were the order of the day, and scuffles 
were not unfrequent. One evening a customer, liear- 
ing a trampling of hoofs on the paved roadway out- 
side, lifted the curtain, and recognizing the Com- 
ma ndant-in-Chief of the National Guard, the citoyen 
Hanriot, who was riding past with his Staff, mut- 
tered between his teeth : 

“There goes Robespierre’s jackass!” 

Julie ot^erheard and burst into a loud guffaw. 

But a moustachioed patriot took up the challenge 
roundly: 

“Whoever says that,” lie shouted, “is a bl . . . st- 
ed aristocrat, and I should like to see tjie fellow 
srfeeze into Samson’s basket. I tell you General 
Hanriot is a good patriot who’ll know how to defend 
Paris and the Convention at a pinch. That’s why 
the Royalists can’t forgive him.” 

Glaring at Julie, who was still laughing, the patriot 
added: 

“You there, jjt^enhorn, have a care I don’t land 
you a kick in the backside* to learn y»u to respect 
good patriots.” * ^ 

But other vojpes were joining in: 

“Hanriot’s a drunken sot and a fool!” 

“Hanriot’s a good Jaco1)in! Vive Hanriot!” 
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Sides were taken, and the fray began. Blows were 
exchanged, hats battered in, tables overturned, and 
glasses shivered; the lights went out and the women 
began to scream. Two or three patriots fell upon 
Julie, who seized hold of a settle in self-defence; she 
was brought to the ground, where she scratched and 
bit her assailants. Her coat flew open and her neck- 
erchief was torn, revealing her panting bosom. A 
patrol came running up at the noise, and the 
girl aristocrat escape^ between the gend'armes' 
legs. 

Ev^ry day the cartS were full of victims for the 
guillotine. 

“But I cannot, I cannot let my lover die!” Julie 
would tell her mother. 

She resolved to beg his life, to take what steps 
were possible, to go to the Committees and Public 
Departments, to canvas Representatives, Magis- 
trates, to visit anyone who could be of help. She 
had no woman’s dress to wear. Her mother bor- 
rowed a striped gown, a kerchief, a lace coif from 
the citoyenne Blaise, and JUlie, attired as a woman 
and a patriot, set out for the abode of ontf of the 
judges, ^enaudin, a damp, dismal house in the 
Rue Mazarine. 

With trembling steps she climbed the wooden, 
tiled stairs and was received by the judge in his 
squalid cabinet, furnished with a deal table and two 
straw-bottomed chairs. The wall-paper hung in 
strips. Renaudin, with black hair plastered on his 
forehead, a lowering eya, tucked-in lips, and a pro- 
tuberant chijii, signbd to her to speak and listened 
in silence. 

She told him she was the sister' of the citoyen 
Chassagne, a prisoner at tSie Luxembourg, explained 
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as speciously as she could the circumstances under 
which he had been arrested, represented him as an 
innocent man, the victim of mischance, pleaded more 
and more urgently; but he remained callous and 
unsympathetic. 

She fell at his feet in supplication and burst into 
tears. 

No sooner did he see her tears than his face 
changed; his dark blood-shot eyes lit up, and his 
heavy* blue jowl worked as pumping up the saliva 
in his dry throat. 

, Citoyennej we will do wRat is necessary.* You 
need have no anxiety,” — and opening a door, he 
pushed the petitioner into a little sitting-room, with 
rose-pink hangings, painted panels, Dresden china 
figures, a time-piece and gilt candelabra; for furni- 
ture it contained settees, and a sofa covered in tap- 
estry and adorned with a pastoral group after 
Boucher, Julie was ready for anything to save her 
lover. 

Ren;indin had his way, — rapidly and brutally. 
When she got up, readjusting the citoyenne’s pretty 
frock, %he met the man’s cruel mocking eye; in- 
stantly she knew she had made her sacrifice in vain. 

“You promised me my brother’s freedom,” she 
said. 

He chuckled. 

“I told you, citoyenne, we would do what was 
necessary, — that is to say, we should apply the law, 
neither more nor less. I told you to have no anxiety, 
— and why should you be anxious? ,The Revolu- 
tionary Tribunal is always just.*” 

She thought of throwing herself upon the man, 
biting him, tearing out his eyes. But, realizing *she 
would only be consumnAting Fortune Chassagne’s 
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ruin, she rushed from the house, and flpd to her 
garret to take off filodie’s soiled and desecrated 
frock. All night she lay, screaming with grief and 
rage. 

Next day, on returning to the Luxembourg, she 
found the gardens occupied by gendarmes, who were 
turning out the women and children. Sentinels were 
posted in the avenues to prevent the passers-by from 
communicating with the prisoners. The young 
mother, who used to oome every day, carrying her 
child jn her arms, iolc| Julie that there was talk of 
plotting in the prisons and that the women were, 
blamed for gathering in the gardens in order to 
rouse the people’s pity in favour of aristocrats and 
traitors. 



XXII 


MOUNTAIN has suddenly sprung up 
in the garden of the Tuileries. Under 
a clouAiess sky, Maximiiien heads 
the procession of his colleagues in a 
blue coat and yu’ .,v breeches, carry- 
ing in his hahd a bc^utiuet of^heat- 
ears, cornflowers and poppies. He 
ascends the mountain and proclaims the God of 
Jean-Jacques to the Republic, which hears and 
weeps. Oh purity! oh sweetness! oh faith! oh an- 
tique simplicity! oh tears of pity! oh fertilizing dew! 
oh clemency! oh human fraternity! 

In v»in Atheism still lifts its hideous face; Maxi- 


miiien grasps a torch; flames devour the monster 
and Wisdom appears, with one hand pointing to the 
sky, in the other holdiifg a crown of stars. 

On •the platform raised against the fa9ade of the 
^Tuileries, fivariste, standing amid a •throng ^f 
deeply-stirred spectators, sheds tears of joy and 
renders thanks to God. An era of universal felicity 


opens before his eyes. 

He sighs: 

‘"At last we shall be happy, pure, innocent, if the 
scoundrels suffer it.^^ 


Alas! the scoundrels have not suflFered it. There 
must be more executions; more torrents of tainted 
blood must be shed. Three days after the festival 
celebrating t[?e new alliance and the reconciliation 
of heaven and earth, flie Convention promulgates 
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the Law of Prairial which suppresses, wfth a sort 
of ferocious good-nature, all the traditional forms 
of Law, whatever has been devised since the time 
of the Roman jurisconsults for the safeguarding of 
innocence under suspicion. No more sifting of evi- 
dence, no more questioning of the accused, no more 
witnesses, no more counsel for the defence; love of 
the fatherland supplies everything that is needful. 
The prisoner, who bears locked up in his bosdm his 
guilt or innocence4 passes without a word allowed 
before^ the paeript jury, ’and it is in this brief moment , 
they must unravel his case, often complicated and 
obscure. How is justice possible? How distinguish 
in an instant between the honest man and the villain, 
the patriot and the enemy of the fatherland . . .? 

Disconcerted for the moment, Gamelin quickly 
learned his new duties and accommodated himself 
to his new functions. He recognized that this cur- 
tailment of formalities was genuinely characteristic 
of the new justice, at once salutary and terrifying, 
the administrators of which* were no longer ermined 
pedants leisurely weighing the pros and coMras in 
riieir Gothic balances, but good sansculottes judg'i. 
ing by inspiration and seeing the whole truth in a 
flash. When guarantees and precautions would 
have undone everything, the impulses of an up- 
right heart saved the situation. We must follow 
the promptings of Nature, the good mother who 
never deceives; the heart must teach us to do judg- 
ment, and Gamelin mad^ invocation to the manes 
of Jean- Jacques: • * « 

“Man of virtue, inspire me with the love of men, 
the'ardent desire to regenerate humafllcindr’ 

His colleagues, for the most part, felt with him. 
'They Were, first and foremost, simple people; and 
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when th^ forms of law were simplified, they felt more 
comfortable. Justice thus abbreviated satisfied 
them; the pace was quickened, and no obstacles 
were left to fret them. They limited themselves to 
an inquiry into the opinions of the accused, not con- 
ceiving it possible that anyone could think differ- 
ently from themselves except in pure perversity. 
Believing themselves the exclusive possessors of truth, 
wisdbra, the quintessence of good, they attributed 
to their opponents nothing "but error and evil. They 
felt themselves all-powerful; Aey oivisag^/l God. 

They saw*God, these jurors of the Revolutionary 
Tribunal. The Supreme Being, acknowledged by 
Maximilien, flooded them with His flames of light. 
They loved, they believed. 

The chair of the accused had been replaced by a 
vast platform able to accommodate fifty persons; 
the court only dealt with batches now. The Public 
Prosecutor would often confound under the same 
charge or implicate as accomplices individuals who 
met each other for the»first time before the Tribunal. 
The latter, taking advantage of the terrible facilities 
accorded by the law of Prairial, sat in judgment on 
those supposed prison plots which, coming after the 
proscriptions of the Dantonists and the Commune, 
were made to seem their outcome by the insinuations 
of cunning adversaries. In fact, to let the world 
appreciate the two essential characteristics of a 
conspiracy fomented by foreign gold against the 
Republic, — to wit inopportune moderation on the 
one hanji and self-intarested exce^ of zeal on the 
other, they had united in the sanne condemnation 
two very (RfFerent women, the widow of Camille 
Desmoulins, poor lovable Lucille, and the widow of 
the Hebertist Momoro, goddess of a day and jolly 
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companion all her life. Both, to make the analogy 
complete, had been shut up in the same prison, where 
they had mingled their tears on the same bench; 
both, to round off the resemblance, had climbed the 
scaffold. Too ingenious the symbol, — a master- 
piece of equilibrium, conceived doubtless by a law- 
yer’s brain, and the honour of which was given to 
Maximilien. This representative of the people was 
accredited with every eventuality, happy or unhappy, 
that came about in the Republic, every change that 
was effected in the hiw^, in manners and mofals, the 
very eburse of the seasons, the harvests, the inci- 
dence of epidemics. Unjust of course, but not un- 
merited the injustice, for indeed the man, the little, 
spruce, cat-faced dandy, was all powerful with the 
people. . . . 

That day the Tribunal was clearing off a batch 
of prisoners involved in the great plot, thirty or 
more conspirators from the Luxembourg, Submis- 
sive enough in gaol, but Royalists or Federalists of 
the most pronounced type. ^The prosecution relied 
almost entirely on the evidence of a single infqrmer. 
The jurors did not know one word of the matter, — 
ndV so much as the conspirators’ names. Gamelin, 
casting his eye over the prisoners’ bench, recognized 
Fortune Chassagne among the accused. Julie’s 
lover, pale-faced and emaciated by long confinement 
and his features showing coarser in the glare of light 
that flooded the hall, still retained traces of his old 
grace and proud bearing. His eyes met Gamelin’s 
and filled with scorn. 

Gamelin, po|sessed by a calm fu^, rose, asked 
leave to speak, and, fixing his eyes on the bust of 
Roman Brutus, which l^ked down on the 
Tribunal: 
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“Citoyen President,” he said, “although there 
may exist between one of the accused and myself 
ties which, if they were made public, would .be ties 
of married kinship, I hereby declare I do not decline 
to act. The two Bruti did not decline their duty, 
when for the salvation of the state and the cause of 
freedom, the one had to condemn a son, the other 
to strike down an adoptive father.” 

He resumed his seat. 

“A hne scoundrel that,” muttered Chassagne 
between his teeth. ^ • 

* The public.remained cold, whether becausd’it was 
tired of high-flown characters, or thinking that 
Gamelin had triumphed too easily over his feelings 
of family affection. 

Citoyen Gamelin,” said the President, “by the 
i;crms of the law, every refusal must be formulated 
in writing within the twenty-four hours preceding 
the opAiing of the trial. In any case, you have no 
reason to refuse; a patriot jury is superior to human 
passions.” 

£ac^ prisoner was questioned for three or four 
minutes, the examination resulting in a^ verdict of 
’ death in every instance. The jurors voted withdht 
a word said, by a nod of the head or by exclamation. 
When Gamelin’s turn came to pronounce his 
opinion: 

“All the accused,” he declared, “are convicted, 
and the law is explicit.” 

As he was descending the stairway of the Palais de 
Justice, a young man dressed in a bottle-green box- 
coat, and^ho looked seventeen or eighteen years of 
age, stopped Jnim abruptly as he went by. The lad 
wore a round hat, tilted on the back of his head, the 
brim framing his fine pale face in a dark aureole, 
re 
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Facing the juror, in a terrible voice vibrating with 
passion and despair: 

“Villain, monster, murderer!” he screamed. 
“Strike me, coward! I am a woman! Have me 
arrested, have me guillotined, Cain! I am your 
sister,” — and Julie spat in his face. 

The throng of tricoteuses and sansculottes was re- 
laxing by this |:ime in its Revolutionary vigilance; 
its civic zeal had largely cooled; Gamelin atid his 
assailant found themselves the centre of nothing 
worse than uproa/ and confusion. Julie fought a 
way through the press and disappeared in the dark.' 



XXIII 

IVARISTE Gamelin was worn out and 
! could not rest; twenty times in the 
night he w<5uld ^awake with a start 
from a sleep daunted .ky nigjjtmares. 
It was only in the blue chamber, in 
Elodi^’s arms, that he could snatch 
a few hours’ slumber. He talked and 
cried out in his sleep and used often to awake her; 
but she could make nothing of what he said. 

■ One morning, after a night when he had seen the 
Eumenides, he started awake, broken with terror 
and weak as a child. The dawn was piercing the 
window curtains with its wan arrows. Evariste’s hair, 
lying tangled on his brow, covered his eyes with a 
black veil; Elodie, by the bedside, was gently part- 
ing the wild locks. She was looking at him i|pw, 
with a sister’s tenderness, while with her handker- 
chief she wiped away the icy sweat from the un- 
happy man’s forehead. Then he remembered that 
fine scene in the Orestes of Euripides, which he had 
essayed to represent in a picture that, if he could 
have finished it, would have been his masterpiece 
— the scene where the unhappy Electra wipes away 
the spu|ne that sullies* her brother’s lips. And he 
seemed to hear Elodie also saying i t a gentle voice: 

“Hear me, beloved brother, while the .Furies 
leave you master of yaur reason . . .’’ 

243 


Mfi 

iwi 

EMa 



244 


THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 


And he thought: 

“And yet I am no parricide. Far from it, it is 
filial piety has made me shed the tainted blood of 
the enemies of my fatherland.” 



XXIV 


]HERE seemed no end to these trials for 
conspiracy in the prisons. Forty- 
nine accused crowded the tiers of 
seats. Maurice Brotteaux occupied 
the right-haijd corner of the topmost 
row, — the place ©f honour. He was 
dressed in hi? pIum-coIt)ured surtout, 
which he had brushed very carefully the day before 
and mended at the pocket where his little Lucretius 
had ended by fretting a hole. Beside him sat the 
woman Rochemaure, painted and powdered and 
j>atched, a brilliant and ghastly figure. They had 
put the Pere Longuemare between her and the girl 
Athentiis, who had recovered her look of youthful 
freshness at the Madelonnettes. 

On the platform the gendarmes massed a number 
of other prisoners unknown to any of our friends, 
and who, as likely as not, knew nothing of each 
* other, — ^yet accomplices‘t>ne and all, — la*wyers, jour- 
nalists, ci-devant nobles, citizens, and citizens’ wives. 
The citoyenne Rochemaure caught sight of Gamelin 
on the jurors’ bench. He had not answered her 
urgent letters and repeated messages; still she had 
not abandoned hope and threw him a look of suppli- 
cation, trying to appear fascinating and pathetic 
for him. But the young juror’s cold glance robbed 
her of afiy illusion she ihight^ave entertained. ' 
The Clerk read the act of accussftion, which, suc- 
cinct as was its reference to each individual,* was a 

246 



246 


THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 


lengthy document because of the great number 
accused. It began by exposing in general outline 
the plot concocted in the prisons to drown the Re- 
public in the blood of the Representatives of the na- 
tion and the people of Paris; then, coming to each 
severally, it went on : , - , 

“One of the most mischievous authors of this'abom- 
inable conspiracy is the man Brotteaux, once known 
as des Ilettes, receiver of imposts under the tyrant. 
This person, who was remarkable, even in the days of 
tyranny, for his libertinf behaviour, is a sure proof 
how dissoluteness a‘.id immorality are the greatest 
enemies of the liberty and happiness peoples; as 
a fact, after misappropriating the public revenues 
and wasting in debauchery a hoticeable part of the 
people’s patrimony, the person in question connived 
with his former concubine, the woman Rochemaure, 
to enter into correspondence with the emigres 
traitorously keep the faction of the foreigner in- 
formed of the state of our finances, the movements 
of our troops, the fluctuations of public opinion. 

“Brotteaux, who, at this period of his despicable 
life, was living in concubinage with a prostituj:e he 
had picked up in the mud .of the Rue Fromenteau, 
th^ girl Athenais, easily siibomed her to his pur- 
poses and made use of her to foment the counter- 
revolution by impudent and unpatriotic cries and 
indecent and traitorous speeches. 

“Sundry remarks of this ill-omened individual will 
afford you a clear indication of his abject views and 
pernicious purpose. Speaking of the patriotic tri- 
bunal now called upon to {junish him, he declared 
insultingly, — ‘Th^e Revolutionary Tribunal (is like a 
play of William Shakespeare, who mixes- up with the 
most bloodthirsty scenes the^ most trivial buffoon- 
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eties/ THen he was forever preaching atheism, as 
the surest»means of degrading the people and driving 
it into immorality. In the prison of the G)n- 
ciergerie, where he was confined, he used to deplore 
as among the worst of calamities the victories of 
our valiant armies, and tried to throw suspicion on 
the most patriotic Generals, crediting them with 
designs of tyrannicide. ‘Only wait,’ he would say 
in atrocious language which the pen is loath to re- 
produce, ‘only wait till, some day, one of these 
warriors, to whom you owe your salvation, swallows 
you all up as the stork in the fable gobbled up the 
Trogs.’ 

“The woman Rochemaure, a ci-devant noble, con- 
cubine of Brotteaux, is not less culpable than he. 
Not only was she in correspondence with the for- 
eigner and in the pay of Pitt himself, but in com- 
pTOiaiSy with swindlers, such as Jullien (of Toulouse) 
and Chabot, associates of the ci-devant Baron de 
Batz, she seconded that reprobate in all sorts of 
cunning machinations to depreciate the shares of - 
the Company of the Indies, buy them in at a cheap 
price, •and then raise the quotation by artifices of an 
, opposite tendency, to the confusion apd ruin of 
private fortunes and of the public funds. Incar- 
cerated at La Bourbe and the Madelonnettes, she 
never ceased in prison to conspire, to dabble in 
stocks and shares and to devote herself to attempts 
at corruption, to suborn judges and jury. 

“Louis Longuemare, ex-noble, ex-capuchin, had 
long been practised in infamy and crime before com- 
mitting the acts of trea®pn for which he has to an- 
swer her^. Living in a shameful l)*'pniiscuity with 
the girl Gor<?ut, known as Athenai's, under ^rot- 
teaux’s very roof, he is accomplice of the said girl 
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and the said ci-devant nobleman. During l^is impris- 
onment at the Conciergerie he has never leased for 
one single day writing pamphlets aimed at the 
subvers'ioh of public liberty and security. 

“It is right to say, with regard to Marthe Gorcut, 
known as Athenai's, that prostitutes are the greatest 
scourge of public morality, which they insult, and 
the opprobrium of the society which they disgrace. 
But why speak at length of revolting crimes which 
the accused confesses shamelessly \ . . ?” ‘ 

The accusation then f)roceeded to pass in review 
the fifty-four'-other prisoners, none of whom either 
Brotteaux, or the Pere Longuemare, or ‘the citoyenne 
Rochemaure, were acquainted, with, except for hav- 
ing seen several of them in the prisons, but who 
were one and all included with the first named in 
“this odious plot, with which the annals of the na- 
tion can furnish nothing to compare.” 

The piece concluded by demanding the penalty of 
death for all the culprits. 

■* Brotteaux was the first to be examined : 

“You were in the plot?” » 

“No, I have been in no plots. Every word Is un- 
trqe in the act of accusation I have just heard 
read.” 

“There, you see; you are plotting still, at this 
moment, to discredit the Tribunal,” — and the Presi- 
dent went on to the woman Rochemaure, who an- 
swered with despairing protestations of innocence, 
tears and quibblings. 

The Pere Longuemare referred himself purely and 
entirely to God’S ^11. . He kad not even brought his 
written defence«s^th him. _ * 

All • the questions put to him he answered in a 
spirit of resignation. Onlyf when the President 
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spoke of4iim as a Capuchin, did the old Adam wake 
again in him: 

“I am not a Capuchin,” he said, “I am a priest 
and a monk of the Order of the Barnabites.” 

• “It- is the same thing,” returned the President 
good-naturedly. 

The Pere Longuemare looked at him indignantly: 

“One cannot conceive a more extraordinary 
error, he cried, “ than to confound with a Capuchin 
a monk of this Order of tlte Barnabites which de- 
rives its constitutions from the Apostle Paul hipiself.” 

The remark was greeted with a burst of laughter 
and hooting from the. spectators, at which the Pere 
Longuemare, taking this derision to betoken a de- 
nial of his proposition, announced that he would die 
a member of this Order of St. Barnabas, the habit of 
v.4n^b he wore in his heart. 

“Do^you admit,” asked the President, “entering 
into plots with the girl Gorcut, known as Athenais, 
the same who accorded you her despicable favours?”' 

At the question, the .Pere Longuemare raised his 
eyes sorrowfully to heaven, but made no answer; his 
, silence expressed the surjRise of an unsophisticated 
mind and the gravity of a man of religion who fears 
to utter empty words. 

“You, the girl Gorcut,” the President asked, turn- 
ing to Athanais, “do you admit plotting in con- 
junction with Brotteaux?” 

Her answer was softly spoken : 

“Monsieur Brotteaux, to my knowledge, has 
done nothing but good, ^e i; a mail of the sort we 
should ha^e more of; there is no better sort. Those 
who say the &ntrary are mistaken. That is ‘all I 
have to say.” 

The President asked her if she admitted having 
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lived in concubinage with Brotteaux. 'The ex- 
pression had to be explained to her, as she did not 
understand it. But, directly she gathered what 
the question meant, she answered, that would only 
have depended on him, but he had never 'Usked 
her. 

There was a laugh in the public galleries, and 
the President threatened the girl Gorcut to refuse 
her a hearing if she answered in such a cynical sort 
again. ^ . 

At this sh^ broke out^ calling him sneak, sour face, 
cuckold, and spewing out over him, judges, and jury 
a torrent of invective, till the gendarmes dragged her 
from her bench and hustled her out of the hall. 

The President then proceeded to a brief examina- 
tion of the rest of the accused, taking them in the 
order in which they sat on the tiers of benches- 

One, a man named Navette, pleaded that he could 
not have plotted in prison where he had only spent 
* four days. The President observed that the point 
deserved to be considered, and begged the citoyens 
of the jury to make a note of it. A certain fiellier 
said the sime, and the PAjsident made the same re-, 
mark to the jury in his favour. This mildness on 
the judge’s part was interpreted by some as the 
result of a praiseworthy scrupulosity, by others as 
payment due in recognition of ^eir talents as 
informers. 

The Deputy of the Public Prosecutor spoke next. 
All he did was to amplify the details of the act of 
accusation and {hen to pu£ the question: 

‘Ts it prowen that Maurice Brotteakix, Louise 
Rochemaure, Louis Longuemare, Atarthe Gorcut, 
known a$ Athenais, Eusebet Rocher, Pierre Guyton- 
Pabulet, Marcelline Descourtis, etc., etc., are guilty 
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of forming a conspiracy, the means whereof are 
assassination, starvation, the making of forged as- 
signats and false coin, the depravation of tndrals and 
public spirit; the aim and object, civil war, the 
abolition of the National representation, the re- 
establishment of Royalty?” 

The jurors withdrew into the chamber of delibera- 
tion. They voted unanimously in the affirmative, 
only* excepting the cases of the afore-named Navette 
and Bellier, whom the President, and following his 
lead, the Public Prosecutor, lhad put, as^it were, 
in a separate class by themselves. 

Gamelin stated the motives for his decision thus: 

“The guilt of the accused is self-evident; the 
safety of the Nation demands their chastisement, 
and they ought themselves to desire their punish- 
ment as the only means of expiating their crimes.”j 

Thp President pronounced sentence in the absence 
of those it concerned. In these great days, contrary 
to what the law prescribed, the condemned were nwt 
called back again to hear their judgment read, no 
doubt for fear of the effects of despair on so large a 
number of prisoners. Jt. needless appsehensiot^ so 
extraordinary and so general was the submissive- 
ness of the victims in those days! The Clerk of the 
Court came down to the cells to read the verdict, 
which was listened to with such silence and impas- 
sivity as made it a common comparison to liken 
the condemned of Prairial to trees marked down for 
felling. 

The ciioyenne Roch^au(;e declared herself preg- 
nant. A surgeon, who was likev^sg one of the jury, 
was directe(f to see her. She was carried ou^ faint- 
ing to her dungeon. , 

“Ahl” sighed the Pere Longuemare, “these judges 
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and jurors are men very deserving of pity; their 
state of mind is truly deplorable. They mix up 
everything and confound a Barnabite with a Fran- 
ciscan.” 

The execution was to take place the same day at 
the Barriere du Trone-Renversl. The condemned, 
their toilet completed, hair cropped and shirt cut 
down at the neck, waited for the headsman, packed 
like cattle in the small room separated off from the 
Gaoler’s officp by a glazed partition. 

Wherv presently the executioner and his men ar- 
rived, Brotteaux, who was quietly reading his Lu-“* 
cretius, put the marker at the, page he had begun, 
shut the book, stuffed it in the pocket of his coat, and 
said to the Barnabite: 

“What enrages me. Reverend Father, is that I 
shall never convince you. We are going both of us 
ta sleep our last sleep, and I shall not be able to 
twitch you by the sleeve and tell you: ‘There you 
"see; you have neither sensation nor consciousness 
left; you are inanimate. What comes after life is 
like what goes before.’” •' 

^e tried <to smile; but ^ atrocious spasm of pain 
wrung his heart and vitals, and he came near fainting. 

He resumed, however: 

“Father, I let you see my weakness. I love life 
and I do not leave it without regret.” 

“Sir,” replied the monk gently, “take heed, 
you are a braver man than I, and nevertheless 
death troubles you more. What does that mean, if 
not that I see the ligh^ whljch you do not see yet?” 

“Might it n®t also be,” said Brotteauxf “that I 
regret life because I have enjoyed it better than you, 
who have made it as close- a copy of death as 
PQSsible?” 
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“Sir,” said the Pete Longuemare, his face paling, 
“ this is a solemn moment. God help me! It is plain 
we shall die without spiritual aid. It must* be that 
in other days I have received the sacraments luke- 
\yarmly and with a thankless heart, for Heaven to 
refuse* me them to-day, when I have such pressing 
need of them.” 

The carts were waiting. The condemned were 
loaded into them pell-mell, with hands tied. The 
woman Rochemaure, whosew pregnancy had not been 
verified by the surgeon, was hdlsted ioto one of the 
tumbrils. 5he recovered a little of her old energy to 
watch the crowd of onlookers, hopii\g against hope 
to find rescuers amSngst them. The throng was 
less dense than formerly, and the excitement less 
extreme. Only a few women screamed, “Death! 
death!” or mocked those w’ho were to lie. The men 
mostly shrugged their shoulders, looked another 
way, ?ind said nothing, whether out of prudence 
or from respect of the laws. 

A shudder went through the crowd when Athenais 
emerged from the wicket. She looked a mere child. 

She bowed her head be^re the monk : , 

“Monsieur le Cure,”^she asked him, “give me 
absolution.” 

The Pere Longuemare gravely recited the sacra- 
mental words in muttered tones; then: 

“My daughter!” he added, “you have fallen into 
great disorders of living; but can I offer the Lord a 
heart as simple as yours? Would I were sure!” 

She climbed lightly hito the cart. And there, 
throwing out her bosom and proudijj, lifting her girl- 
ish head, she Cried “Vive le Roi!” , 

She made a little sign to Brotteaux to show him 
there was a vacant place beside her. Brotteaux 
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helped the Barnabite to get in and came aiyl placed 
himself between the monk and the simple-hearted 
girl. 

‘"Sir/’ said the Pere Longuemare to the Epicurean 
philosopher, ask you a favour; this God in whoqa 
you do not yet believe, pray to Him for me.* It is 
far from sure you are not nearer to Him than I am 
myself; a moment can decide this. A second, and 
you may be called by the Lord to be His l\ighly 
favoured son. Sir, prayt for^me."’ 

While the Wheels ^er^ grinding over the pavement 
of the fong Faubourg Antoine, the moi^c was busyf* 
with heart and^lips, reciting the prayers of the dying. 
Brotteaux^s mind was fixed on recalling the lines of 
the poet of nature: Sic ubi non erimus. . . . Bound 
as he was and shaken in the vile, jolting cart, he 
preserved his calm and even showed a certain soli- 
citude to maintain an easy posture. At his* side, 
Athenais, proud to die like the Queen of Prance, 
surveyed the crowd with haughty looks, and the old 
financier, noting as a connoisseur the girl’s white 
bosom, was filled with regret for the light of da^/'. 
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HILE the carts, escorted by gen- 
darmes, were rumbling along on their 
way to the Place du Trone Renverse, 
carrying to their death Brotteaux and 
his “accomplices,” Evariste sat pen- 
sive on a bench in th^ifearden of the 
, Tuileries. Ffe was waiting fot Elodie. 
The sun, nearing its setting, shot its fiery darts 
through the leafy chestnuts. At the gate of the gar- 
den, Fame on her winged horse blew her everlasting 
trumpet. The newspaper hawkers were bawling the 
news of the great victory of Fleurus. 

“Ves,” thought Gamelin, “victory is ours. We 
have "paid full price for it.” 

He could see the beaten Generals, disconsolate 
shades, trailing in the blood-stained dust of yonder 
Placg de la Revolution where they perished. And 
he smiled proudly, reflecting that, but for the sever- 
ities in which he had b’bme his share, tlie Austfian 
horses would to-day be gnawing the bark of the 
trees beside him. 

He soliloquized: 

“Life-giving terror, oh! blessed terror 1 Last 
year at this time, our heroic defenders were beaten 
and in rags, the soil of the fatherland was invaded, 
two-thirds of the departments in revolt. Now our 
armies, ^ell equipped, '^ell trainakl, commanded by 
able generality are taking the oflTensive, ready to bear 
liberty through the world. Peace reigns over*all the 
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territory of the Republic. . . . Life-giving terror, oh ! 
blessed terror! oh! saintly guillotine! Last year at 
this tirne,ithe Republic was torn with factions, the 
hydra of Federalism threatened to devour her. Now 
a united Jacobinism spreads over the empire it^ 
might and its wisdom. ...” 

Nevertheless, he was gloomy. His brow was 
deeply lined, his mouth bitter. His thoughts ran: 
“We used to say: To conquer or to die. We were 
wrong; it is to conquer and totdie we ought to say.” 

He looked about* him. Children were building 
sand-cactles. CitoyennVs in their wooden chairs, 
under the trees were sewing or embroidering. The 
passers-by, in {:oat and breeches of elegant cut and 
strange fashion, their thoughts fixed on their busi- 
ness or their pleasures, were making for home. And 
Gamelin felt himself alone amongst them; he was 
no compatriot, no contemporary of theirs. What 
was it had happened.^ How came the enthusiasm 
of the great years to have been succeeded by in- 
difference, weariness, perhaps disgust.? It was plain 
to see, these people never watited to hear the Revo- 
lutionary Tribunal spoken of again and averted 
their eyes firom the guillotim. Grown too painful a 
sight in the Place de la Revolution, it had been ban- 
ished to the extremity of the Faubourg Antoine. 
There even, the passage of the tumbrils was greeted 
with murmurs. Voices, it was said, had been heard 
to shout: “Enough!” * 

Enough, when there were still traitors, conspira- 
tors! Enough, when the Committees must be re- 
formed, the Convention purged! Enough, when 
scoundrels disgi^aced the National nepresentation. 
Enough, when they were planning the downfall of 
The Just ! For, dreadful tho&ght, but only too true ! 
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Fouquier himself was weaving plots, and it was to 
ruin Maximilien that he had sacrificed with solemn 
ceremony fifty-seven victims haled to death, in the 
- red sheet of parricides. France was giving way to 
pity — and pity was a crime! Then we should have 
saved her in spite of herself, and when she cried 
for mercy, stopped our ears and struck! Alas! the 
fates had decided otherwise; the fatherland was for 
cursing its saviours. Well, let it curse, if only it may 
be saved! *- 

*Tt is not enough to immolate obscNire victims, 
aristocrats, financiers, publicfsts, poets, a Lavoisier, 
a Roucher, an Andre Chenier. We must strike 
these all-puissant malefactors who, wttli hands full 
of gold and dripping with blood, are plotting the 
ruin of the Mountain — the Touchers, Talliens, Ro- 
veres, Carriers, Bourdons. We must deliver the 
State irom all its enemies. If Hebert had triumphed, 
the CcHivention was overthrown, the Republic has- 
tening to the abyss; if Desmoulins and Danton had 
triumphed, the Convention had lost its virtue,' 
ready ^to surrender the ‘Republic to the aristocrats, 
the money-jobbers and tljp Generals. If men like 
• Tallien and Foucher, monsters gorged with blct)d 
and rapine, triumph, France is overwhelmed in a 
welter of crime and infamy . . . Robespierre, awake; 
when criminals, drunken with fury and affright, 
plan your death and the death of freedom! Couthon, 
Saint-Just, make haste; why tarry ye to denounce 
the plots.? 

“Why! the old-time estate, the Royal monster, 
assured its empire by iiftprisoningi every year four 
hundred diou^nd persons, by hangihg fifteen thou- 
sand, by breaking thre^ thousand on the wHeel — 
and the Republic still hfesitates to sacrifice a few hun- 
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dred heads for its security and domination! Let us 
drown in blood and save the fatherland. . *. 

He was buried in these thoughts when £lodie 
hurried up to him, pale-faced and distraught: „ 

“Lvariste, what have you to say to me? Wfcy 
not come to the Amour peintre to the blue chamber? 
Why have you made me come here?” 

“To bid you an eternal farewell.” 

He had lost his wits, she faltered, she could not 
understand. ... » 

He stopped her jvitl? a very slight movement of 
the h:Mid: * • , 

“ Llodie, I cannot any more accept your love.” 

She beggVd^him to walk on» further; people could 
see them, overhear them, where they were. 

He moved on a score bf yards, and resumed, very 
quietly : 

I “I have made sacrifices to my country of iTly life 
and my honour. I shall die infamous; I shall have 
naught to leave you, unhappy girl, save an execrated 
‘memory. . . . We, love? Can anyone love me 
still? . . . Can I love?” * 

She told him he was giad; that she loved him, 
tl»at she ^ould always love him. She was ardent, • 
sincere; but she felt as well as he, she felt better 
than he, that he was right. But she fought against 
the evidence of her senses. 

He went on: 

“I blame myself for nothing. What I have done, 

I would do again. I have made myself apajh^ma 
for my country’s sake. J am accursed. I have 
put myself outride humatiity; I shall never re- 
enter its pale.® No, the great task k not finished. 
Oh! ‘ clemency, forgivene^! — Do the traitors for- 
give? Are the conspirator^ clement? scoundrels. 
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parricides, multiply unceasingly; they spring up 
from underground, they swarm in from all our 
frontiers, — ^young men, who would have dorie -better 
*tb perish with our armies, old men, children, women, 
w?th every mark of innocence, purity, and grace. 
They ate offered up a sacrifice, — and more victims 
are ready for the knife! ... You can see, £lodie, 

I must needs renounce love, renounce all joy, all 
sweetness of life, renounce life itself.” 

He fell silent. Born t(J taste tranquil joys, Elodie 
not for the first time was appalled to<,?ind, under 
thfe tragic kisses of a lover like fivariste, her Volup- 
tuous transports blended with images jf/iorror and 
bloodshed; she offered no reply. To Evariste the 
girl’s silence was as a draugl\,t of a bitter chalice. 

“Yes, you can see, Elodie, we are on a precipice; 
our 4seds devour us. Our days, our hours are 
years. I shall sooirhave lived a century. Look at 
this brow! Is it a lover’s? Love! ...” 

“Evariste, you are mine, I will not let you go; I^ 
will not give you back your freedom.” 

She*was speaking in the language of sacrifice. He 
^ felt it; she felt it herself. j» , 

“Will you be able, Elodie, one day to bear wft- 
ness that I lived faithful to my duty, that my heart 
was upright and my soul unsullied, that I knew no 
passion but the public good; that I was bom to feel 
and love? Will you say: ‘He did his duty’? But 
no! You will not say it and I do not ask you to say 
it. Perish my memory! My glory is in my own 
heart; shame beleaguers ftie about, rif you love me, 
never speak mj name; eternal silerfce is best.” 

A child of eight or nine, trundling its hoop^ ran 
just then between Ganielin’s legs. 

He lifted the boy suddenly in his arms: 
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Child, you will grow up free, happyc and you * 
will owe it to the infamous Gamelin. I am ferocious, 
that yoii may be happy. I am cruel, that you may 
be kind; I am pitiless, that to-morrow all Frenchmeti* 
may embrace with tears of joy/^ ^ 

He pressed the child to his breast. 

^"Little one, when you are a man, you will owe 
your happiness, your innocence to me; and, if ever 
you hear my name uttered, you will execrate it.’^ 
Then he put down |he fchild, which ran away in 
terror to cfing to hs mother^s skirts, who had hur- 
ried uf> to the rescue. The young mother, who w^s 
pretty and^ charming in her aristocratic grace, with 
her gown of white lawn, earned off the boy with a 
haughty look. ^ 

Gamelin turned his eyes on filodie: 

‘T have held the child in my anns; perhapsj[ shall 
send the mother to the guillotirre,"' — and he walked 
away with long strides under the ordered trees. 

^ £lodie stood a moment motionless, her eyes fixed 
on the ground. Then, suddenly, she darted after 
her lover, and frenzied, dishevelled, like a Maenad, 
she grippqi him as if to lear him in pieces and cried 
in*a voice choked with blood and tears: * 

*‘Well, then! me too, my beloved, send me to the 
guillotine; me too, lay me under the knife!’' 

And, at the thought of the knife at her neck, all 
her flesh melted in an ecstasy of horror and volup- 
tuous transport. 



XXVI 



I HE sun of Thermidor was setting in a 
blood-red sky, while Evariste wan- 
dered, gloomy and careworn, in the 
Marbeuf gardens, now a National 
park frequented by_^the Parisian idlers. 
There were stalls for the sale of lemon- 
ade and ices; wooden horses and 
shooting-galleries were provided for ih4 younger 
patriots. Under a tree, a little Savoyard in rags, 
with a black cap on his heady was making a marmot 
dance to the shrill notes of his hurdy-gurdy. A man, 
still young, slim-W2?«ted, wearing a blue coat and his 
hair povydered, with a big dog at his heels, stopped to 
listen to the rustic music. Evariste recognized Robes- 
pierre. He found him paler, thinner, his face harder 
and drawn in folds of suffering. He thought to himself : 

“Wh'ht fatigues, how many griefs have left their 
imprint on his brow! How^grievous a thing it is 
work for the happiness of mankind! What are his 
thoughts at this moment? Does the sound of this 
mountain music perhaps distract him from the cares 
of government? Is he thinking that he has made a 
pact with Death, and that the hour of reckoning is 
coming close? Is he dreaming of a triumphant re- 
turn to the Committee of Public Safety, from which 
he withdrew, weary of bging .fceld jA check, with 
Couthori afid Suint-Just, by a seditiaus majority? 
Behind that impenetrable countenance what hopes 
are seething or what feats? ” 

261 


262 


THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 


But Maximilien smiled at the lad, in a gentle, ■ 
kind voice asked him several questions about his 
native Valley, the humble home and parents the poor 
child had left behind, tossed him a small piece 
silver and resumed his stroll. After taking a few 
steps, he turned round again to call his dog; sniffing 
at the marmot, it was showing its teeth at the little 
creature that bristled up in defiance. 

“To heel, Brount!” he called, “to heell,” — and 
he plunged among the^dark trees. 

Gameliif, out of respect, did not interrupt his 
lonely walk; but, as he gazed after tl\e slender farm 
disappear^g in the darkness, he mentally addressed 
his hero in niese impassioned’ words: 

“I have seen thy sadness, Maximilien; I have un- 
derstood thy thought. 'Thy melancholy, thy fatigue, 
even the look of fear that stamps thy face^ every- 
thing says: ‘Let the reign oft^error end and that 
of fraternity begin! Frenchmen, be united; be vir- 
tuous, be good and kind. Love ye one another. . . . ’ 
Well then, I will second your designs; that you, in 
your wisdom and goodness, may be able to- put an 
end to our civil discOrdjAto our fratricidal hate, turn 
tile headsman into a gardener who will henceforth 
cut off only the heads of cabbages and lettuces. I 
will pave the way with my colleagues of the Tri- 
bunal that must lead to clemency by exterminating 
conspirators and traitors. We will redouble our 
vigilance and our severity. No culprit shall escape 
us.' And when the head of the last enemy of the 
Republic shay have fallen under the knife, then it 
will be given «iiee tb b^ merciful withqji.it commit- 
ting a crime, ^en thou canst inaugdtate the reign of 
innocence and virtue in aU the land, ohl father of 
thy country!” 
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The Inqprruptible was already almost out of sight. 
Two men in round hat& and nankeen breeches, one 
of whom, a tall, lean man of a wild, unken>pt as- 
{jcct, had a blur on one eye and resembled TalHen, 
met him at the corner of an avenue, looked at him 
askance* and passed on, pretending not to recog- 
nize him. When they had gone far enough to be out 
of hearing, they muttered under their breath: 

So, there he goes, the King, the Pope, the God. 
For he is God; and Catlferin^ Theot is his prophet- 
ess.” , • / 

"‘Dictator,, traitor, tyrant! the race of Briltus is 
not extinct.’’ 1 

“Tremble, malefactor! the Tarpeiai? rock is near 
the Capitol!’^ , 

The dog Brount ran towards the pair. They said 
no mote and quicl^/^ned their pace. 



XXVII 



)BESPIERRE, awake! The hour is 
come, time presses, . . . soon it will 
be too late.^. . . 

At last, on the 8 Thermidor, in the 
Convemion, the Incorruptible rii^jes, 
he is going to sptak/ Sun of the 
31 st May, is* this to be a second 
day-spring? Gamelin waits and hopes. His mind 
is made up then! Rob\;spierre is to drag from the 
benches they dishonour these legislators more 
guilty than the federalists, nylTe dangerotfs than 
Danton. . . . No! not yet. *1 cannot,^' be says, 
** resolve to clear away entirely the veil that hides 
this mystery of iniquity.” 

It is mere summer lightning that flashes harmlessly 
and without striking any one of the conspirators, 
terrifies rfll. Sixty of them at least for a fortnighti 
had not dared sleep in their beds. Marat^s way was 
to denounce traitors by their name, to point the 
finger of accusation at conspirators. The Incor- 
ruptible hesitates, and from that moment he is the 
accused. ... • 


That evening at the Jacobins, the hall is filled to 
suffocation, the corridors, the courtyard are crowded. 

They are all ^her% loui-voiced friends and silent 
enemies. Robespierre reads them ^he Speech the 
Convention had heard in jffrighted silence, and the 
Jacobins greet it with excitld applause. 

« 264 


THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 


265 


“It is* my dying testament,” declares the orator. 
“You will see me drain the hemlock undismayed.” 

“I will drink it with you,” answered David. 

“All, we all will!” shout the Jacobins, and sepa- 
rate without deciding anything. 

Evariste, while the death of The Just was prepar- 
ing, slept the sleep of the Disciples in the garden of 
Gethsemane. Next day, he attended the Tribunal 
where two sections were sitting. That on which he 
served was trying twenfy-oMe persons implicated in 
the conspiracy of the Lazar^ prison. The case was 
sflll proceeding when the tidings arrived: 

“The Convention, after a six-hour^* 'Session, has 
decreed Maximilien Robespierre accused, — ^with him 
Couthon and Saint-Just; ^d Augustin Robespierre, 
and Lebas, who have demanded to share the lot of 
the accused. The-five outlaws stand at the bar of the 
house.” 

News is brought that the President of the Section 
sitting in the next court, the citoyen Dumas, has been 
arrested on the bench,, but that the case goes on. 
Drums can be heard beating the alarm, and the 
I tocsin peals from the churAes. • ^ 

Evariste is still in his place when he is banded an 
order from the Commune to proceed to the Hotel 
^e Ville to sit in the General Council. To the 
sound of the rolling drums and clanging church bells, 
he and his colleagues record their verdict; then he 
hurries home to embrace his mother and snatch up 
his scarf of office. The Place de Thionville is de- 
serted. The Section is ifr^id to declare either for 
or against the^Convention. WayfSi^rs creep along 
under the walls, slip down side-streets, sneak indoors. 
The call of the tocsin gild alarm-drums is answered 
by the noise of barrii\g shutters and bolting doors. 
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The citoyen Dupont senior has secreted himself in 
his shop;. Remade the porter is barricaded in his' 
lodge. ‘ Little Josephine holds Mouton tremblingly 
in her arms. The widow Gamelin bemoans the’ 
dearness of victuals, cause of all the trouble. At the 
foot of the stairs Evariste encounters Elodie;' she is 
panting for breath and her black locks are plastered 
on her hot cheek. 

“I have been to look for you at the Tribunal; but 
you had ju^ left. Where ire you going?” 

“To.the Hotel deVille.” 

“Don’t ^ there! It would be yqur rpin; Hanriot 
is arrested * ^ . the Sections will not stir. The Sec- 
tion des Piques, Robespierre’s ’Section, will do noth- 
ing, I know it'for a fact;, my father belongs to it. If 
you go to the Hotel de Ville, you are throwing away 
your life for nothing.” 

“You wish me to be a coward/*’ 

“Nol the brave thing is to be faithful to tEe Con- 
Arention and to obey the Law.” 

“The law is dead when malefactors triumph.” 

“Evariste, hear me; hear your Elodie; he» your 
sifter. Come and sit bdiside her and let her soothe 
your angry spirit.” ' 

He looked at her; never had she seemed so de- 
sirable in his eyes; never had her voice sounded rr 
seductive, so persuasive in his ears. 

“A couple of paces, only a couple of paces, dear 
Evariste 1” — and she drew him towards the raised 
platform on which stood the pedestal of the over- 
thrown statue. It ^\^as * surrounded by benches 
occupied by gtPollers of*both sexe^. Al dealer in 
fanej' articles was offering his laces, a seller of cool- 
ing drinks, his portable cistern on his back, was 
dnkling his bell; little girls were showing off their 
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airs and graces. The parapet was lined with anglers, 
standing, rod in hand, very still. The weather was 
stormy, the sky overcast. Gamelin leant on the low 
'wall and looked down on the islet below, pointed 
like the prow of a ship, listening to the wind whistling 
in the tree-tops, and feeling his soul penetrated with 
an infinite longing for peace and solitude. 

Like a sweet echo of his thoughts, Elodie’s voice 
sighed in his ear: 

“ Do you remember, fivarjste, how, a^ sight of the 
green fields, you wanted to be a* country justice in a 
vdlage? Y^, that would be happiness.” * 

But above the rustling of the trees aifd the girl’s 
voice, he could hear tfie tocsin and alafm-drums, the 
distant tramp of horses, |tnd rumbling of cannon 
along the streets. 

Two steps from them a young man, who was 
talking to an elega’itly attired citoyenncy remarked: 

“Have you heard the latest? . . . The Opera is 
installed in the Rue de la Loi.” 

Meantime the news was spreading; Robespierre’s 
namewas spoken, but in a shuddering whisper, for 
men feared him still. Wt>men, when they heard 
the muttered rumour of his fall, concealed* a 
smile. 

Evariste Gamelin seized Elodie’s hand, but 
dropped it again swiftly next moment: 

“Farewell! I have involved you in my hideous 
fortunes, I have blasted your life for ever. Fare- 
well! I pray you may forget me!” 

“Whatever you do,” she warned him, “do not go 
back honae tonight. Come to thi ^Amour peintre. 
Do not ring; throw a pebble at my shutters. J will 
come and open the do]}i«»to you myself; I will hide 
you in the loft.” 
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“You shall see me return triumphant, or you shall 
never see me more. Farewell!” 

On nearing the Hotel de Ville, he caught the well- 
remembered roar of the old great days rising to the 
grey heavens. In the Place de Greve a clash of 
arms, the glitter of scarfs and uniforms, Hahriot’s 
cannon drawn up. He mounts the grand stairs and, 
entering the Council Hall, signs the attendance 
book. The Council General of the Commune, by 
the unanimous voice of« the® 491 members present, 
declares for the outlawed patriots. 

The ^ay^r sends for the Table pf the Rights of 
Man, reads the clause which runs, “When the Gov- 
ernment violates the Rights of* the people, insurrec- 
tion is for the "people theemost sacred and the most 
indispensable of duties,” and the first magistrate of 
Paris announces that the Commune’s answer to the 
Convention’s act of violence is tp' raise the pojpulace 
in insurrection. 

c The members of the Council- General take oath to 
die at their posts. Two municipal officers are de- 
puted to go out on the Place de Greve and invke the 
people to join with their® magistrates in saving the 
fatnerland and freedom. 

There is an endless looking for friends, exchanging 
news, giving advice. Among these Magistrates,! 
artisans are the exception. The Commune assem- 
bled here is such as the Jacobin purge has made it, 
— judges and jurors of the Revolutionary Tribunal, 
artists like Beauvallet and Gamelin, householders 
living on their *mean^ ^ncf college professors, cosy 
citizens, well-tqi- 5 o tradesmen, powdi*red heads, fat 
paunahes, and gold watch-chains, very few sabots, 
striped trousers, carmagnohe ^mocks and red caps. 

These bourgeois councillors are numerous and de- 
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termined, but, when all is said, they are pretty well 
' all Paris possesses of true Republicans. They stand 
on guard in the city mansion-house, as on a rock of 
liberty, but an ocean of indi8Perence washes round 
their refuge. 

However, good news arrives. All the prisons 
where the proscribed. had been confined open their 
doors and disgorge their prey. Augustin Robespierre, 
coming from La Force, is the first to enter the Hotel 
de Ville and is welcomed with acclamation. 

At eight o’clock it is announced that Maximilien, 
after a protracted resistance, is on his way to the 
Commune. * He* is eagerly expected; hi is coming; 
he is here; a roar of triumph shakes tjpe vault of the 
old Municipal Palace. . 

He enters, supported *by twenty arms. It is 
he, the little man there, slim, spruce, in blue 
coat 5nd yellow breeches. He takes his seat; he 
speaks. ^ 

At his arrival the Qouncil orders the facade of the 
Hotel de Ville to be illuminated there and then. It 
is thgre the Republic r'esides. He speaks in a thin 
voice, in picked phrases.* He speaks lucidly, co- 
piously. His hearers who have staked their liVes 
on his head, see the naked truth, see it to their 
^orror. He is a man of words, a man of committees, 
a wind-bag incapable of prompt action, incompetent 
to lead a Revolution. 

They draw Mm into the Hall of Deliberation. Now 
they are all there, these illustrious outlaws, — Lebas, 
Saint-Just, Couthon. Robespierre has the word. It 
is midni^t and past, he it stiH speaking. Meantime 
Gamelin in the Council Hall, his be)it brow pressed 
against a window, looks ^ut with a haggard eye and 
sees the lamps flare anti smoke in the gloom. Han- 
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riot’s cannon are parked before the Hotel de Ville. 
In the black Place de Greve surges arf anxious- 
crowd, ,in uncertainty and suspense. At half past 
twelve torches are seen turning the corner of the 
Rue de la Vannerie, escorting a delegate of the Con- 
vention, clad in the insignia of office, who unfolds 
a paper and reads by the ru^Jdy light the decree of 
the Convention, the outlawry of the members of the 
insurgent Commune, of the members of the Council 
General who are its abettor^ and of all such citizens 
as shall listen to its appeal. 

Outlawry, death without trial! The mere thougjit 
pales the Aeek of the most deterinined. Gamelin 
feels the icy/:;3weat on his brow. He watches the 
crowd hurrying with all speed from the Place. Turn- 
ing his head, he finds tha'ic the Hall, packed but now 
with Councillors, is almost empty. But they have 
fled in vain; their signatures attest their attendance. 

'It is two in the morning. Tl^e Incorruptible is in 
the neighbouring Hall, in deliberation with the Com- 
fiiune and the proscribed representatives. 

Gamelin casts a despairfng look over the dark 
Square below. By the light of the lanterns fie can 
set the wooden cdndles above the grocer’s shop 
knocking together like ninepins; the street lamps 
shiver and swing; a high wind has sprung up. Ne^ 
moment a deluge of rain comes down; the Place 
empties entirely; such as the fear of the Convention 
and its dread decree had not put to dlight scatter in 
terror of a wetting. Hanriot’s guns are abandoned, 
and when the lightning reveals the troops of the Con- 
vention deboucking eimuitaneously from the Rue 
Antoine and fliom the Quai, the apj^roacRes to the 
Hotel de Ville are utterly deserted. 

At last MaximHien has rbsolved to make appeal 
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from the decree of the Convention to his own Sec- 
tion, — the Section des Piques. 

The Council General sends for swords, pistols, 
muskets. But now the clash of arms, the trampling 
of feet and the shiver of broken glass fill the build- 
ing. ,, The troops of the Convention sweep by like an 
avalanche across the Hall of Deliberation, and pour 
into the Council Chamber. A shot rings out; Game- 
lin sees Robespierre fall; his jaw is broken. He him- 
self'grasps his knife, the six-sous knife that, one day 
of bitter scarcity, hfd Ait Jiread fbr a starving 
mother, the same knife that, one summer evening 
at a farm alt Orangis, Elodie had held inkier lap, when 
she cried the forfeit^ He opens it, tries to plunge it 
into his heart, but the blade strikes on a rib, closes 
on the handle, the catch giving way,* and two fingers 
are badly cut. Gamelin falls, the blood «pouring« 
fron> the wounds. He lies quite still, but the cold 
is cruel, and he ^ trampled underfoot in the tur- 
moil of a fearful struggle. Through the .hurly- 
burly he can distinctly hear the voice of the young 
dragoon Henry, shouting: 

“ The tyrant is no more; his myrmidons are bro- 
ken. The Revolution will resume its c6urse, nj^jes- 
tic and terrible.” 

Gamelin fainted. 

At seven in the morning a surgeon sent by the 
Convention dressed his hurts. The Convention was 
full of solidtude for Robespierre’s accomplices; 
it would fain not have one of them escape the guil- 
lotine. ^ 

The artist, ex-juror,, ex-^em^er of the Council 
General of fhe Commune, was borne on a litter to 
the Conciergerie. 
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IQSSBgTVN THE loth, when Evariste, after a 
fevered night passed on the pallet-bed 
of a dungeon, awoke with a start of 
IHHHP|Hh indescribable horror, Paris was smil- 
|jflH|0R|PM ing in the sunshine in all her beauty 
and immensity; new-born hope filled 
‘ the ppsorters’^earts; tradesmen were 
blithelyt opening their shops, citizens felt themselves 
richer, young men happier, women. more beautiful, 
for the fall of Robespierre. Oi^Iy a handful of Jaco- 
bins, a few Constitutional priests and a few old women 
trembled to sed the Goverument pass into the hands 
of thov. evil-minded and corrupt. Delegates from 
the Revolutionary Tribunal, the Public Prosecutor 
and two judges, were on their wa/ to the Conveption 
to congratulate it on having put an end to the plots. 
By decree of the Assembly thfe scaffold was again 
to be set up in the Place de la Revolution. They 
wanted the wealthy, the flkshionable, the pretty 
wocien to *see, without putting themselves about, 
the execution of Robespierre, which was to take 
place that same day. The Dictator and his accom- 
plices were outlawed; it only needed their identitj^ 
to be verified by two municipal officers for the Tri- 
bunal to hand them over immediately to the execu- 
tioner. But a difficulty acose; the verifications could 
not be made in legal form, the Commune as a body 
having been put o^tsid-,; th^ale of law. The Assem- 
bly authorized ^entification by ordiiiary witnesses. 

The' triumvirs were haled to death, with their 

27£ c, 



THE GODS ARE ATHIRST 


273 


chief accomplices, amidst shouts of joy and fury, 
imprecations, laughter and dances. 

The next day Evariste, who had recovered some 
strength and could almost stand on his legs, was 
taken from his cell, brought before the Tribunal, and 
placed ^on the platform where so many victims, illus- 
trious or obscure, had sat in succession. Now it 
groaned under the weight of seventy individuals, 
the majority members of the Commune, some jurors, 
like Gamelin, outlawed like him. Again he saw the 
jury-bench, the seat whfere he had beer? accustomed 
to loll, the place where he ha<f terrorized uphappy 
prisoners, where.he had affronted the scornful eyes 
of Jacques Maubfel apd Maurice Brotteaux, the ap- 
pealing glances of the ^citoyenne RocAemaure, who 
had got him his post as juryman and* whom he had 
recompensed with a sentence of death. Agstin he 
saw, looking down on the dais where the judges sat 
in thr,ce mahogany armchairs, covered in red Utrecht 
velvet, the busts of Chalier and Marat and that; bust 
of Brutus which he* had one day apostrophized. 
Nothing was altered, neither the axes, the fasces, the 
red c&ps of Liberty on the wall-paper, nor the in- 
sults shouted by the tricoteuses in the galleries^ to 
those about to die, nor yet the soul of Fouquier- 
Tinville, hard-headed, painstaking, zealously turn- 
'iiig over his murderous papers, and, in his char- 
acter of perfect magistrate, sending his friends of 
yesterday to tlje scaffold. 

The citoyens Remade, tiilor and door-keeper, and 
Dupont senior, joiner, of the Place do Thionville, 
member of the Committe*^ of Surveillance of the Sec- 
tion du •Pont*Neuf, identified Ganjelin (Evariste), 
painter, ex-juror of the Revolutionary Tribunal, ex- 
member of the Council "General of the Commune. 

18 
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For their services they received an assignat of a 
hundred sols from the funds of the Section; but,, 
having been neighbours and friends of the outlaw, 
they found it embarrassing to meet his eye. Any- 
how, it was a hot day; they were thirsty and in a 
hurry to be off and drink a glass of wine. 

Gamelin found difficulty in mounting the tumbril; 
he had lost a great deal of t>lood and his wounds 
pained him cruelly. The driver whipped up his 
jade and the procession got under way amid a 
storm of hool^iing. , • • 

Somft women recognised Gamelin and yelled : 

“Go yoi# ways, drinker of blood! murderer at 
eighteen franw a day! . . . Hg do'esn’t laugh now; 
look how paleSie is, the cowatd!” 

They were *the same women who used in other 
days insult conspirators and aristocrats, extremists 
and moderates, all the victims sent by Gamelin and 
his colleagues to the guillotine. • . 

The cart turned into the Quai des Morfondus, 
made slowly for the Pont-Nefif and the Rue de la 
Monnaie; its destination was the Place de la Revolu- 
tion and Robespierre’s ^scaffold. The horsb was 
lave; evel’y other minute the driver’s whip whistled ^ 
about its ears. The crowd of spectators, a merry, 
excited crowd, delayed the progress of the escort, 
fraternizing with the gendarmes, who pulled in thilT" 
horses to a walk. At the corner of the Rue Honore, 
the insults were redoubled. Parties, of young men, 
at table in the fashionable restaurateurs’ rooms on 
the mezzanine floor, ran to the windows, napkin in 
hand, and hoWle;^: • • « 

“Cannibals, tman-eaters, vampires • 

Thte cart having plunged into a heap of refuse 
that had not been removdH«iuring the two days of 
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civil disorder, the gilded youth screamed with 
delight: • 

“The waggon’s mired. . . . Hurrah! The Jaco- 
• bins in the jakes!” 

Gamelin was thinking, and truth seemed to dawn 
■ on him. 

“I die justly,’’ he rejected. “It is just we should 
receive these outrages cast at the Republic, for we 
should have safeguarded her against them. We have 
beenVeak; we have been guilty of supineness. We 
have betrayed the Reffhblid. We havf earned our 
faj:e. Robespierre himself, the immaculate, the saint, 
has sinned "fron? mildness, mercifulness^, his faults 
are wiped out by'hisanartyrdom. He was my exem- 
plar, and I, too, have Jjetrayed the Republic; the 
Republic perishes; it is just and fair that I die with 
her. I have been over sparing of blood; 4t,t my 
blood ^ow! Let me perish! I have deserved . . .’’ 

Such were his,refl«ctions when suddenly he caught 
sight of the signboard of the Amour peintrcit and 
a torrent of bitter-Sweet emotions swept tumul- 
tuous^ over his heart. 

The shop was shut, th§ sun-blinds of the three 
, windows on the mezzanine floor were drawn right 
down. As the cart passed in front of the window of 
the blue chamber, a woman’s hand, wearing a silver 
" ring on the ring-finger, pushed aside the edge of the 
blind and threw towards Gamelin a red carnation 
which his bound hands prevented him from catch- 
ing, but which he adored as the token and likeness 
of, those red and fragran^ lips that had refreshed his 
mouth. His eyes filled \i|ith iiurstjng tears, and his 
whole betng \i^as still entranced with the glamour of 
this farewell when he saw the bloodstained* knife 
rise into view in the PlscS de la Revolution. 
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T was Nivose. Masses of floating ice 
encumbered tbe Seine; the basins in 
the Tuileries garden, the kennels, the 
public fountains were frozen.^ The 
North wind s^ept clouds of hoar frost 
before it in the streets. A white 
steam Breathed from the horses’ 
noses, and the city folk would glanijt in passing at the 
thermometer^ at the opticians' doors. A shop-boy 
was wiping the fog from the window-panes of the 
Amour peintre., while curious passers-by threw a 
look the prints in vogue, — Robespierre squeezing 
into a cup a heart like a pumpkin to drink th^ blood, 
and ambitious allegorical designs ‘<vith such' titles 
as tite Tigrocracy of Robespierre; it was all hydras, 
serpents, horrid monsters let loose on France by the 
tyrant. Other pictures represented the Hprrible 
Conspiraqv of Robespierre, Robespierre’s Arrest, 
Tl!e Death of Robespierre. 

That day, after the midday dinner, Philippe Des- 
mahis walked into the Amour peintre, his portfolio, 
under his arm, and brought the citoyen Jean Blaise 
a plate he had just finished, a stippled engraving of 
the Suicide of Robespierre. The artist’s picaresque 
burin had made Robespierre as hideous as possible. 
The French people were* not yet satiated with 
all the memorials Whiter enshrin|d the horror 
and ppprobriiifn felt for the man who was made 
the scapegoat of all thq, crimes of the Revolu- 
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tion. For all that, the printseller, who knew his 
public, informed Desmahis that henceforward 
fie was going to give him military subjects to 
engrave. 

^ “We shall all be wanting victories and conquests, 
— swords, waving plumes, triumphant generals. 
Glory is to be the wor(f. I feel it in me; my heart 
beats high to hear the exploits of our valiant armies. 
And when I have a feeling, it is seldom all the world 
doesn’t have the samer feeling at the 'same time. 
What we want is warriors ;jnd* women, Maj's and 
Vehus.” , , • 

*‘Citoyen Blaise) I have still two or three draw- 
ings of Gamelin’s by me, which you%gave me to 
engrave. Is it urgent?’^ 

“Not a bit.’’ 

“By-the-bye, about Gamelin; yesterday, strolling 
in the Boulevard du Temple, I saw at a dealer’s, who 
keeps *a second-hand stall opposite the Housf of 
Beaumarchais, all that poor devil’s canvases, 
amongst the rest his Orestes and Electra. The head 
of Oreftes, who ’s like Gamelin, is really fine, I assure 
you. . . . The head and aAn are superb.*. . . T^e 
*man told me he found no difficulty in getting rid of 
these canvases to artists who want to paint over 
thR»m. . . . Poor Gamelin! He might have been 
a genius of the first order, perhaps, if he hadn’t 
taken to politics.” 

“He had the soul of a criminal!” replied the 
citoyen Blaise. “I unmasked him, on this very 
spot, when his sanguinarjr iprtincts werefstill held 
in check. .He aever forgave me. Oh! he was 
a choice blackguard.” • 

“Poor fellow! he was^s'mcere enough. It was the 
fanatics were his ruin.” 
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“You don’t defend him, I presume, D^smahisI 
. . . There’s no defending him.’’ 

citoyen Blaise, there’s no defending him.’’ 

The citoyen Blaise tapped the gallant Desmahis’ 
shoulder amicably, and observed: 

“Times are changed. We can call you Bar- 
baroux now the Convention is recalling the pro- 
scribed. . . . Now I think of it, Desmahis, engrave 
me a portrait of Charlotte Corday, will you.?’’, 

A woman,* a tall, haedso^ie brunette, enveloped 
in furs,^entered the shoj^ an^ bestowed on the citoyen 
Blaise a little discreet nod that implied intimacy. 
It was Julie Gamelin; but she no longer bore that 
dishonoured #iame, she preferred to be called the 
citoyenne widow Chassagpet and wore, under her 
mantlgj a red tunic in honour of the red shirts of the 
terror. Julie had at first felt a certain repulsion 
towards Evariste’s mistress; anything that had 
come near her brother was odious fo her. But the 
citoyenne Blaise, after Evariste’s death, had found 
ai) asylum for the unhappy mother in the attics of 
the Amour peintre. Julie had also taken irefuge 
there; then she had got employment again at the 
fashionable milliner’s in the Rue des Lombards. 
Her short hair d la victime, her aristocratic looks, her 
mourning weeds had won the sympathies of tJkC 
gilded youth. Jean Blaise, whom Rose Thevenin 
had pretty well thrown over, offered her his homage, 
which she accepted. Still Julie was fond of wearing 
men’s clothes, as in the old tragic days; she had a 
fine Muscadin costume made for her and often went, 
huge baton an^ fill compiSte, to sup «t some tavern 
at Sevres or Meudon with a girl friend, a little assis- 
tant in a fashion shop. lacj^nsolable for the loss of 
the young noble whose name she bore, this masculine- 
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minded Julie found the only solace to her melan- 
choly in a savage rancour; every time she encoun- 
tered Jacobins, she would set the passers-by on them, 
crying “Death, death!” She had small leisure left 
to give to her mother, who alone in her room told 
her beads all day, too deeply shocked at her boy’s 
tragic death to feel th« grief that might have been 
expected. Rose was now the constant companion 
of Elodie who certainly got on amicably with her 
step-mothers. ^ , • 

“Where is Elodie?” asked ^he litoyenni Chassagne. 

Jean Blais^ shook his head; he did not Jcnow. He 
never did know; IW made it a point of honour not to. 

Julie had come to t*ake her friend wi^h her to see 
Rose Thevenin at Mohc^aux, wher«^ the actress 
lived in a little house with an English garden. 

At the Conciergerie Rose Thevenin had made 
the acquaintance of a big army-contractor, the ciioyen 
Montfort. She*had* been released first, by Jean 
Blaise’s intervention,, and had then procured th§ 
citoyen Montfort’s pardon, who was no sooner jt 
liberty* than he started his old trade of provisioning 
the troops, to which he added speculation in build- 
*ing-lots in the Pepiniere quarter. The architects 
Ledoux, Olivier and Wailly were erecting pretty 
houses in that district, and in three months the 
land had trebled in value. Montfort, since their 
imprisonment together in the Luxembourg, had been 
Rose Thevenin’s lover; he now gave her a little 
house in the neighbourhood of Tivoli and the Rue 
du Rocher, which was Very expensive, — and cost 
him nothing, ^e sale ol* ml adjacent properties 
having already repaid him several times over. „ Jean 
Blaise was a man of thf world, so he deemed it best 
to put up with what he could not hinder; he gave 
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up Mademoiselle Thevenin to Montfort without ceas- 
ing to be .on friendly terms with her, 

Julie had not been, long at the Amour peintre be- 
fore filodie came down to her in the shop, looking* 
like a fashion plate. Under her mantle, despite the 
rigours of the season, she wore nothing but h^r white' 
frock; her face was even paier than of old, and her 
figure thinner; her looks were languishing, and her 
whole person breathed voluptuous invitation. , 

The two Women set piF fc^ Rose Thevenin’s, who 
was expectifig them! Desmahis accompanied them; 
the actresg was consulting him about the decora- 
tion of her new house and he was ip love with Elodie, 
who had b^ this time halP made up her mind 
to let him sigh no more in* vain. When the party 
came^near Monceaux, where the victims of the 
Place ae la Revolution lay buried under a layer 
of lime : 

“It is all very well in thft cold weather,” re- 
marked Julie; “but in the spring the exhalations 
fijom the ground there will poison half the town.” 

Rose Thevenin received her two friends in a 
drawing-noom furnished^ a rantique, the sofas and 
arm-chairs of which were designed by David. Roman • 
bas-reliefs, copied in monochrome, adorned the walls 
above statue^, busts and candelabra of imitat'on 
bronze. She wore a curled wig of a straw colour. 
At that date wigs were all the rage; it was quite 
common to include half a dozen, a* dozen, a dozen 
and a half in a bride’s trousseau. A gown « la Cy- 
prienne moulded her body* like a sheath. Throwing 
a cloak over hef shobl3(frs, she ledjier ^o friends 
and jthe engraver into the garden, which Ledoux 
was laying out for her, bu^ which as yet was a chaos 
of leafless trees and plaster. She showed them. 



THE GODS AkE ATHIRST 


281 


however, Fingal’s grotto, a gothic chapel with a bell, 
a temple, a torrent. 

“There,” she said, pointing to a clump of firs, 
“I should like to raise a cenotaph to the memory 
of the unfortunate Brotteaux des Ilettes. I was 
not irtdifferent to him; he was a lovable man. The 
monsters slaughtered him; I bewailed his fate. 
Desmahis, you shall design me an urn on a column.” 

Then she added almost without a pause: 

“It is heart-breakmg. . I wanted to give a 
ball this week; but all the^fiddles are engaged three 
vreeks in advance. There is dancing e\ery night at 
the citoyenne T 411 ien’s.” 

After dinner Mademoiselle Thevi^in’s carriage 
took the three friends dnd Desmahis* to the Theatre 
Feydeau. All that was most elegant in Paris was 
gathered in the house — the women with hair dressed 
d Vantique or d la viciime, in very low dresses, purple 
or white and ilpang'led with gold, the men wearing 
very tall black collars and the chin disappearing 
in enormous white cravats. 

The bill announced Phedre and the Chien Su Jar- 
diniefy — ^The Gardener’s Dog. With one voice the 
audience demanded the hymn dear to the muscddins 
and the gilded youth, the Reveil du peuple, — The 
A wakening of the People. 

The curtain rose and a little man, short and fat, 
took the stage; it was the celebrated Lays. He 
sang in his fin% tenor voice: 

Peuple frangais, peuple de Jrbres! ... 

Such storms of applause broke /)ut as set the 
lustres ^f tl»e chandeltef *jingl!n^. Then some;,, 
murmurs made themselves heard, and the voice of a 
citizen in a round hat ^n^ered from the pit with the 
hymn of the Marseillaise: 
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Allans, enfants de la patrie. . . . 

The voice was drowned by howls, and shouts were 
raised: 

“Down with the Terrorists! Death to the 
Jacobins!” 

Lays was recalled and sang a second time over the 
hymn of the Thermidorians. • 

Peuple franfais, peuple defrhres! . . . 

In every play-house was to be seen the bust of 
Marat, surmounting a coljjmn or raised on a pedestal ; 
at the Theatre FeydeUu this bust stood on a dwarf 
pillar on th^ “prompt” 'side, against the masonry- 
framing in the stage, ^ 

While the orchestra was playing the Overture of 
Phedre et Hippalyte, a young ^uscadin, pointing his 
cane at the bust, shouted : 

*■ “Doi^ with Marat!” — and the whole house took 
up the cry: “Down with Marat! Down with 
Marat!” * » 

^Urgent voices rose above the, uproar: 

“,It is a black shame that bust should still be 
ther^T” ^ 

“The injamous Marat lords it everywhere, to our 
dislionour! His busts are as many as the heads he 
wanted to cut olF.” 

“Venomous toad!” 

“Tiger!” 

“Vile serpent!” 

Suddenly an elegantly dressed spectator clambers 
on to the edge of his box, pushes the bust, oversets 
it. The plastej; head falls nn shivers on the musi- 
^cians’ heads arnid^ the^ch^rs of the audience, who 
spring, to their*^ feet and strike up the ^teveii du 
Peuple: 

Peuple franfais, peuple defines! . . . 
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Among the most enthusiastic singers £lodie 
recognized the handsome dragoon, the little lawyer’s 
clerk, Henry, her first love. 

After the performance the gallant Desmahis 
called a cabriolet and escorted the citoyenne Blaise 
back to the Amour peintre. 

In the carriage the»artist took Elodie’s hand be- 
tween his: 

“You know,* Elodie, I love you?” 

“I know it, because^you Jove all woAien.” 

“I love them in you.” • * 

•She smiled: * , * 

“I should be Assuming a heavy task, spite of the 
wigs black, blonde aTnd red, that are^he rage, if I 
undertook to be all women, all sorts, of women, for 
you.” 

“Elodie, I swear. ...” 

“Whatl oaths, citoyen Desmahis? Either you 
have a deal of siniplicity, or you credit me with 
overmuch.” 

Desmahis had not a word to say, and she |mgged 
herself over the triumph of having reduced her witty 
admirer to silence. i 

At the corner of the Rue de la Loi they heard sing- 
ing and shouting and saw shadows flitting round a 
brazier of live coals. It was a band of young bloods 
who had just* come out of the Theatre Fran^ais and 
were burning a guy representing the Friend of the 
People. * 

In the Rue Honore the coachman struck his cocked 
hat against a burlesque efligy of Marat swinging from 
the cord pf a street Ian ter »i.’ * ^ 

The fellow, heartened by the iheident, ^urnecT 
round to his fares and told them how, only last night, 
the tripe-seller in the Rue Montorgueil had smeared 
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blood over Marat’s head, declaring: “That’s the 
stuff he liked,” and how some little scamps of ten 
had thtown the bust into the sewer, and how 
the spectators had hit the nail on the head, 
shouting: 

“That’s the Pantheon for him!” 

Meanwhile, from every eating-house and restaura- 
teur’s voices could be heard singing: 

Peuple franqais, peuple de frhres ! * . . . 

“Good-byd,” said Eipdie,^ jumping out of the 
cabriolet. ' * ^ 

But Destpahis begged so hard, he was so tenderly 
urgent and spoke so sweetly, that^she ^ad not the 
heart to leava him at the door.* 

“It is late,^* she said; “J^ou must only stay an 
instant.” * 

* In the blue chamber she threw off her mantle and 
appeared in her white gown d Vantiquct which dis- 
played all the warm fulness of h^r shSpe. 

“Vou are cold, perhaps,” she said, “I will light 
tti^ fitt; it is already laid.” 

Sliestruck the flint and put a lighted match <0 the 
fire. • • 

Philippe took her in his arms with the gentleness 
that bespeaks strength, and she felt a strange, de- 
licious thrill. She was already yieldityg beneath his 
kisses when she snatched herself from his arms, crying: 

“Let me be.” 

Slowly she uncoiled her hair before the chimney- 
glass; then she looked mournfully at the ring she 
wore on the ring-finger of htr left hand, a little silver 
^,jjng on which thf fac# df*Marat, all^orr^and bat- 
tered,, could nS longer be made out. She looked 
at it till the tears confused, her sight, took it off 
softly and' tossed it into the flames. 
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. Then,.her face shining with tears and smiles, trans- 
figured with tenderness and passion, she threw her- 
self into Philippe’s arms. 

The night was far advanced when the citoyenne 
^ Blaise opened the outer door of the flat for her lover 
and whispered to him in the darkness: 

Good-bye, sweetheart! It is the hour my father 
will be coming^ home. If you hear a noise on the 
stairsf go up quick to the higher floqr and don’t 
come down till all danf^er is over of youj" being seen. 
To have the street-door openecf, give three raps on 
th^ co7icierge^s window. Good-bye, my Mife, good- 
bye, my soul!” > 

The last dying embers were glowing cn the hearth 
when £lodie, tired and happy, dropi>ed her head 
on the pillow 

THE END 




^(9 TICE 

Those who possess ^Id letters, documents, corre- 
spondence, MSS., scraps of autobiography, ar^d 
also miniatures and portraits, relating to persons 
ancLmatters historical, literary, political and social, 
should communicate with Mr. John Lane, 
Bodley Head, Vigo' Street, London, W.'^vhowill 
at all times be pleasecj to give his, advice and 
assistance, either as to their preservattbn or 
publication. 

Mr. Lane also undertakes the planning and 
printing of family papers, histories and pedigrees. 
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respect they undoubtedly met it, fur until Mr. Gilbert, whose hobby i» the social 
^ history of this period, took the matter in hand, no-one had succeeded in either 
deciphering the identity of the leading characters of the Memoirs or of verifying 
the statements iffade therein. To achieve this has been for some years his labour 
of love and an unique contribution to Court and Domestic history is the crown of ^ 
his labours. The Memoirs, which have qnly to be known to rank with the 
sparkling '* Coratade Gramont" ^which they much reseinbl^, contain amusing 
anecdotes and vivid portraits of King Charles II., his .<son the Duke of Monmouth, 
Prince Rupert, Buckingham, and other ruflfling Hectors" of those romantic 
days. Among the ladies we notice the Queen, the Duchess of Norfolk ?.nd 
Richrifond, and the lively and viyyions Maids of Honour. The new NclPGv^^n 
matter is of particular interest, 'nie Memoirs are fuUy illustrated with portraiti«, 
not reproduced b^ore, from the col'^ctisui of th^)ulfy of Portland and other .s. 

AUSTRIA: HER PEO PLE * AND . TM^IR* 

HOMELANDS. By Jame^Baker, F.R.G.S. With 48 Pictures 
in Colour by Donald MJScwell. Demy 8vo. 21s. net. 

The Empire of Austria with its strangely diversified populationaof many 
tongues is but little known to English readme. The Capital and a few famous 
interesting places, such as Carlsbad, Marienbad,#he glorious Tyrol, and such 
.JMes as Golden Prague and Innsbrgck are knoWn to theEnglish and Americans ; * 
but the remarkable scenery of the Upper Elbe, the Ultava or Moldan and the 
Danube, the inteiestmg peasantry in their brilliant costumes, the wild mountain 
gorgjps, are quite outside the ken of the ordinary traveller. Th^luplume is 
written by one who since 1873 has corg|inuany visited various parts of thc'£mpire 
and has aR-eady written much upon Austria and her people. Mr. Baker was 
lately decorated by the Emperor Francis Joseph for his literary work and was 
also voted the Great Silver Medal by Ahe Prague Senate. 'Qie volume is 
illustrated with 48 beautiful water-colour pictures by Mr. Don#ld Maxwell, the 
well-known artist of the Graphic^ who has made several journeys to Austria for 
studies for this volume. 



A CATALOGUE OF 


TAPESTRIES : THEIR ORIGIN, HISTORY, 

AND RENAISSANCE. By George Leland Hunter. With 
four full-page Plates in Colour, and 147 Half-tone Engravings. 
Square 8vo. Cloth. 16s. net. 

This is a fascinating book on a fascinatingf subject. It is written by a 
scholar whose passion for accuracy and orig^inal research did not prevent him 
from makinj^ a story easy to read. It answers the questions people are always 
asking as to how tapestries differ from paintings, and good tapestries from bad 
tapestries. It will inteiest lovers of paintings and rugs and history and fiction, 
for it shows how tapestries compare with paintings in picture interest, with lugs 
in texture interest, and with histone and other novels,, 111 romantic interest; 
presenting on a magnificent scale the stories of the Iliad and the Odyssey, the 
j£neid and the Metaigorphoses, the Bible and the Saints, Ancient and Medieval 
History and Romance. In a word, the book is indispensable to lovers of art and 
literature in general/ as well as tapdstry am%*^eurs owners and dealers. 

FROM STUDIO TO STAGE.- By Weedon 

Grossmith. With 32 full-page Illpstrations, Demy 8vo. 

, 1 6s. net. ^ 

Justly famous oa a comedian of unique gifts, Mr. Weedon Grossmith is 
nevertheless an extremely versatile personf lity, whose interests are by no means 
confined to the theatre These qualities have enabled him to write a most 
t.^)ntertainingl>ook. He gives an interesting account of his early ambitions and 
exploits as an artist, which caieer he abandoned for that of an actor. He goes on 
to describe some of his most notable roles, and lets us in to little* intimate 
g^impaes “behind the acenea,” chats pleasantly about all manner ul celebrities in 
uie land of Bohemia and out of it, tells many amu<ung anecdotes, and like.^A true 
comedian is not bashful when the laugh is against himself. The book is well 
supplied t with interesting illustrations, some of them reproductions of the 
author's own work. 

FANNY BURNEY AT THE COURT. OF 

QUEEN CHARLOTTE. Bj Constance Hill. Author of 
“Tht House in St, Martin Street,” “Juniper Hall,” etc. With 
numerous Illustrations by Ellen G. Hill and reproductions of 
contemporary Portraits, etc. Demy 8vo. i6s. net. 

*** This book deals with the Court life of Fanny Burney covering the years 
1786-91, and therefore forms a link between the two forn^r works on f'anny 
Burney by the same writer, viz. **The House in St. Martin Street,” and 
*' Juniper Hall.” The writer has been fortunate in obtaining much unpublished 
material from members of the Burney family as well as interesting contemporary 
portraits and relics. The scene of action in this work kf constantly shifting — 
now at Windsor, now at Kew, now sea-girt at Weymouth, and now in London ; 
and the figures that pass before our eyes are endowed with a marvellous vitality 
vby {he pen of Fanny Barney. When the court wns at St. James’s tibc Keeper of 
rae Robes had opportunities of visiting hes own family in St. Martin Street, and 
also of meeting at the hguse of her fHend Mrs. Ord “eveiything delectable in the 
blue way." Thither Horac 4 'Walpoie gvCuld come in all lAste from Strawberry 
t RU^^rtbe sole pleasure^f spending an evening in hor society.* After such a 
meen^ Fanny writes — ‘"tie was in high spirits, polite, ingenious, entertaining, 
quaint andTonginal.** A striking account of the King’s illness in the winter of 
X788-0 is given, followed by the widespread rejoicings for his recovery ; when 
London was ablaze with illuminations tnA espsnded for many miles around, and 
when "even the humblest dwelling exhibited its rush-light." The author and the 
illustrator of thia work have viaited the various places, where King George and 

g uflfbn Charlotte stayed when accompanied by Fanny Burney. Among these are 
xford, Cheltonham, WqrcesU r, We3rmoutn and Dorchester ; where sketches 
have b^n made, or old pirotf. diacoveredL illustrative of those towns in tWjgLfi 
18th century savours of Georgian days. Vhcre the national flag may still be seen 
as it appeared before the union. ^ 

MEMORIES OF SIXTY YEARS AT‘ ETON, 

CAMBRJ^GE AND ELSEWHERE. By Oscar Browning. 
Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 14s. net. 
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THE* STORY OF DON JOHN OF AUSTRIA. 

By Padre Luis Coloma, S.J., of the Real Academia Espafiola. 
Translated by Lady Moreton. With Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 

1 6s. net. 

• 

%* “A new typed book, hall novel and half luslory,” as it is very aptly 
called in a discourse delivered on the occasion of Padie Coloina’s election to the 
A(.ademia de K.spana, the stoi-y of the heroic son ot (.'h.arleH V. is retold by one ot 
Spain’s f^^reatest living wi iters with a vividnes.s uiid charm all his own. ’I'he 
childhood of Jeroiiiiii, afterwuids Don John oi Au>^tria leadw like a mysterious 
romance. Hi-s meteoric career is traced Uiiou^h the remaititnR chapters of the 
book ; first as the attractive yoiiLh ; the cynosure of all eyes that were bright and 
gfy at the court of Philip 11., which Padie Coioina maintains was less austere 
than is usually bupposea ; then conqueror of tlie Moors, culminating as the 
"man from God “ who siu’ed KuAjpe from the te&iible peril of a Turkish ‘ 
dominion ; triumphs in Tunis ; glimpses of*lile in the luxury loving Italy of the 
day; then the sad story of the war«n the Nethei lands, when oui hero, victim 
• of an infamous conspiiacy, is left to die of a broken hearX; his ♦ nd hastened by 
fever, and, maybe, b>*the " broth of Doctor Kainircz.' Perhaps more fully than 
ever before is laid bare the intrigue which led to the cruel death of the secretary, 
Kbcovedo, includirl^ the «lramatir interview between Philip II. and Antonio 
Perez, in the lumber room of the Escorial. A minute account of the celebrated 
auto da /cm Valladolid cannot fail to arrest altentu#, nor will the detail.*^ ot 
sever.kl of the imposing ceremonies of Old Spam be iess welcome than those oi 
more intimate festivities in the A^dnd of the sixteenth century, or of everyday 
life in a Spanish castle. 

*** "This book has all the fascination of a vigorous romau^ clef . . .<<^lhc 

tran^ation is vigorous and idiomatic.” — Mr. Owen Edwatda in Morning Post 

THIRTEEN YEA.RS OF A BUSY WOMAN’S 

LIFE. By Mrs. Alec Tweedie. With Nineteen illustrations. 
Demy 8vo. 165. net.* #Third Edition. ^ ^ * 

^* 4 } It is a novel idea for an autlior to give her reasons for taking^pp her pen 
as a lournalist and writer of books This Mrs. Alec I weedie has done in 
" Thirteen Years of u Kusy Woinan’«^.ife ” She tells adia natic story of youthful 
happiness, health, wealth, and then contrasts that life with the thirlt^n years of 
hard woik that follov^ed the loss of her hu.bband, her father, and herincomein 
quick succession in a few weeks. Mis. Alec Twcedie's books of travel and 
biography are well-known, and have been thiough many editions, even to shilling 
copies for the bookstalls. This is hardly an autobiography, the author la too 
y young for that, but it gives romantic, ana tragic peeps into the life of a woman 
reared in luxury, who suddenly found herself obliged to live on a tiny income 
with two small ^ildren, or work— and work hard— to retain something of her old 
life and interestll. It is a remarkable story with many personal sketches of some 
of the best-known men and women of the day. < 

"One of the gayest and sanest surveys of English society we have read 
lor years ." — Pall SfaU GaMctte 

“A pleasant laugh from cover to cover.” — Daily Chronicle. 

•• • 

THE ENGjLlSH AND^ FiyiNCH IN THE 

XVIIth^CENtURY. By (Charles Bast^e. With Illus^ru«ons.» 
Demy 8vo. 125. Sd. net. • 

The author of this book essays on the intercourse between England 
and France in the seventeenth^ century has gathered much curious and Tittle- 
known information. How did the travellers proceed from London to Pans? Did 
the Frenchmen who came over to England learn, and did they ever«venture 
to write English? An almost unqualified admiration for everything French then 
prevailed : French tailors, milliners, cooks, e^n fotftune-tellers, as well as writers 
aJn actresses, reigned supreme. eHow far dM gallomania affect the relations ' 
between the two countries? Among the foreigners who settled in England none 
exercised siu-h varied influence ips the Hugenots ; students of Shak^peare and 
Miltan can no longei ignore the Hugenot friends of the two poets, IlIrtorianB of 
the Commonwealth muat take int<^ account the "Nouvelles ordinLirea de 
Londres.'’the French gazette, issued on the Puritan side, by some enterprising 
refugee. Is it then possible to determine how deeply the refugees impressed 
English thought? Such are the main qKestions to which the took affords .'^11 
answer. With its numerous hitherto unpublished document8%ira illustrations, 
drawn from contemporary sources it cannot fail to interest those to whom a mobi 
brilliant and romantic period in English history must necessarily appoal. 



A CATALOGUE OF 


THE VAN -EYCKS AND THEIR ART.’ By 

W. H. James Weale, with the co-operation of Maurice 
Brockwell. With numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 
1 2S. 6 ti . net. 

The large book on “Hubert and John Van tyck" which Mr.» Weale 
publi.shed in through Mr. John Lane was instantly recognised by the 
reviewers and critics as an achievement of quite exceptional importance. It is 
now felt that the time has come for a revised and slightly abridged edition of that 
which was issued four years ago at jCs 5«. net '•he text has been compressed in 
some places and extended in others, while certain emendations have been made, 
and after due reflection, the plan of the book has been materially recast. This 
renders Jt of greater assistance to the student. ^ 

The large amount CfS research work and methodical preparation of a revised 
text obliged Mr. Weale, through failing health and eyesight, to avail himselfof 
the services of Mr. Hr*ckweII, and Mr Weale g^es it as his opinion m the new 
Foreword that he doubts whether ne could have found a more able collaborator 
than Mr. BiocYwell to edit this volume. « , 

“The Van Kycksiand their Ait,*’ so far from being a mere reprint at a popular 
price of “Hubert and John Van Eyck,’* contains severfil new Rialures, notable 
among which are the inclusion of an Appendix giving details of all the sales at 
public auction in any country from 1663 to igia of^ictures tefti/arf to be by the 
Van Eycks. An entirely new and ample Index has been compiled, while the 
bibliography, which exCjnda over many pagcf^^ and the various component parts 
of the book have been brought abreast of the' most recent ciiticism. Detailed 
arguments are given for the first time of a pict^iie attributed to one of the brothers 
Van Eyck in a private collection in Russia. 

^ In conclusion it must be pointed out that Mr. Weale has, with characteristic 
care, read through the proofs and passed the whole book for press 

The use of a smaller and of thinner paper renders the presen ;f-edition 
easier to handle as a book of reference. 

COKE OF NORFOLK AND ‘HIS" FRIENDS. 

The Life of Thomas Coke, First Earl of Leicester and of 
Holich^m. # By A. M. W. Stirling. * * New Edition, revised, 
with SQ-Tic additions. With 19 Illustrations. In one volume. 
Demy 8vo. 12*;. 6 ti . net. ^ 

THE ^EMPRESS JOSEPHINE. By Joseph 

Turquan. Author of “The Love Affairs of Napoleon,” 
“The Wife of General Bonaparte.” Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 
12s. 6 d, net. 

“The Empress Josephine” continues and completfui the graphically 
drawn life story begun in “ The Wife ef General Bonaparte” by the same author, 
takes us through the brilliant period of the Empire, shows us the gradual 
development and the execution of the Emperor’s plan to divi^rce his midoie-aged 
wife, paints in vivid colours the picture of Josephine's existence alter her divorce, 
telle us how she, although now nothing but his friend, still met him occasionally 
and corresponded frequently with him, and how she passed her time i^he midst 
oft^es minature court. This work enables us to realise the vety genuine 
aff^tion which Napoleon possessed for his hrst wife, an affection which lasted 
till death closed her eyes .1 hex lonelji^hegnitage at La Malmaison. and until he 
waql to expiate at Saint Helena his rashness in bravinc air Europe. Compflr- 
ativmy^ttle is known of tit? period covering Josephine^ life a fter^ner divorce, 
an<^et M. Tvrquan has founa much to tell us that is very interesting ; for the 
eX'ETmpress in her two retreats, Navarre and La Malmaisoo, was visitecT by many 
celebiated people, and after the Emperorfi'^ ^urnfall was so ill-judged as to 
welcome and fete several of the vanquished heir's late friends, now bis deciar^ 
enemies. The atory of her last illness and death forms one of the most interesting 
chapt^s in this most complete work upon the first Empress of the French. 

NAPOLEON IN G^RICATURE : 1795-1821. J^y 

A. M. Broai>ley. With an Introdfuctory Essay on Pictorial Satire 
as a Fa^^or in Napoleonic History, J. Holland Rose, Litt. D. 
(Cantab.). With 24 full-page Illustrations in Colour aivd upwards 
of 200 in Black and White from rare and unique originals. 
2 Vols. Deny 8vo. 42s. nc?. 

Also an Edition de Luxe, 10 guineas net. 
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NAPOLEON’S LAST CAMPAIGN IN GER- 

MANY. By F. Loraine Petre. Author of ** Napoleon’s 
Campaign in Poland,” “ Napoleon’s Conquest of Prussia,” etc. 
With 1 7 Maps and Phans. Demy 8vo. i as. 6 c/. net. 

In the author’s? two first histones of Napoleon’s campaipis (1806 and 1807) 
the Emperor is at his ji^reatest as a soldier. The thiid (i8og) showed the 
commencement of the decay of his genius Now, in t8i 3, he has seriously declined. 
The military judgment of Napoleon, the general, is constantly fettered by the 
pride and obstinacy of NaPoleon, the Emperor The military principles which 
guided him up to 1807 are frequently ahaudoned ; he aims at secondary objective.sf 
or mere geograitfiical points, instead of solely at the destruction of the enemy’s 
#riny ; he hesitates ana fails to grasp the true situation in a way that was never 
known m his earlier campaigns. Yet frequently, asAl Bautsen and Dresden, his 
genius shines with all its old brilliance. 

The campaign of 1813 exhibits the breakdown of His over-centralised system 
of command, \imich left him witl^ut subordinates capable of exercising <«enii- 
independent command over portions of armies which had now grown to dimensions 
approaching those of our own day. * 

The autumn campaign is a notable example of the system of interior lines, as 
opposed to that oi strateAcal envelopment. It marks, too, the real downfall ol 
Napoleon’s power, for, aner the fearful destruction of 18x3, the desperate struggle 
of 1814, glorious though it wa.e^could never have any tteal probability of succAss. 

• 

FOOTPRINTS OF ^FAMOUS AME^ICANS^IN 

P^V^IS. By John Joseph Conway, M.A. With 32 Full-page 
Illustrations. With an Introduction by Mrs. John Lank. 
Demy 8vo- 125. ( k /. net. 

Franklin, Jefferson, Munroe, Tom Paine, La Fayette, rtul Jonc.s, etc., 
etc., the most sinking fifi^ures of a heroic age, working out in the Cituot Light 
the great questions for wlfich they stood, are dealt with hciw. Loi^lellOW tht 
poet of the domestic affections ; matchless Margaret Fuller wno wrote so well of 
vAimen in the nineteenth century; Whistler master of American retists; Saint 
Gaudens chief of American sculptors ; Kumiord, most picturesque of scientific 
knight-errants and several othef^ get a chapter e«.h for their lives and 
achievements in Pans. A new and absorbing interest is opened i|f> to visitors. 
Their trip to Versailles becomes more pleasurable when they realise what 
Kranklyn did at that brilliant court. The Elace de la Bastille becomes a sacred 
place to Americans realizing that the principles of the young republic brought 
about the destruction of the vilest old dungeon in the world. The Seine becomes 
silvery to the American conjuring up that bright summer morning when Robert 
Fulton started from the Place de Ta Concorde in the first steam boat. The Louvre 
takes on a fkw attraction from the knowledge that it houses the busts of 
Washington and Franklyn and La Fayette by Houdon. The Luxembourg becomes 
a greater temple of art to him who knows that it holds Whistler's famous portrait 
of his mother ^ven the weather-beaten bookstalls J>y the banks of the Seine 
become beautilorbecause Hawthorne and his son loitered among them on sunny 
days sixty years ago. The book has a strong literary flavour. Its history is 
enf^^^ed with anecdote. It is profusely illustrated. 

MEMORIES OF..*JAJVlES McNeIiLL 

WHIsnrLER ii*The Artist. By Tho^sas R. Wav. ^ilthor 
“The Lithographs of J. M. Whistler,” etc. With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy .|4o.* los. 6t/. net. 

This volume contains about forty illustrations, including an unpublished 
etching drawn by Whistler and bitten in by Sir Frank Short, A.K.A.,an original 
lithograph sketch, seven lithographs in cofour drawn by the Author upon brown 
Uliaper, and many in black and white. The reAiainder are facsinnles by photo- 
lithography In most cases the«riginais ar# drawings and sketches by Whistl^^ 
which have never been published before, and are closely connected with the 
matter oi the book. The texli^deals with the Author’s memories of nearly twenty 
year’s close association with Whistler, and he endeavours to treav^nly with the 
man as^n artist, and perhaps, es].«cially as a lithographer 

•Also an Edition de Luxe on hand-made paper, with the etching 
printed from the original plate.* Limited to 50 ippies. 

•This is Out of Print with the Publisher. 
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HISTORY OF THE PHILHARMONIC' SO- 

CIETY : AtRccord of a Hundred Years’ Work in the Cause of 
Music. Compiled by Myles Birket Foster, F.R.A.M., etc. 
With 1 6 Illustrations. Demy 8vo. los. 6d. net. 

the Philharmonic Society, whose Centenary is now being celebrsfted, is 
and has ever been connected, during its long existence, with the history of 
musical lomposition and proauction, not only in this countty, but upon the 
Continent, and as every great name in Europe and America in the last hundred 
years (within the realm of high-class music), hag been associated with it, this 
,r volume will. It is believed, prove to be an unique woi k, not only as a book of 

lefercnce, but also as a record of the deepest interest t^ all lovers of good 
music. It is divided into ten Decades, with a small nairative account of the 
principal happenings in^ach, to which are added the full progiammcs of efery 
concert, and tables shuwng, at a glance, the number and nationality of the pei- 
f formers and composers, with other partioSilars ot mterest. The boolt is macie of 

additional value by meahs of rare ilaustiations of raS. woiks specially composed 
for the Societ letters from Wagner, Berlioz, Brahms, Liszu etc , etc.^ 
written to the iJircclurs and, by their permission, reproduced for the first time. 

IN PORTUGAL. By Aubrby F. G. Bell. 

if'^uthor of “ The Magic of Spain.” Demy 8vo. ys. 6d. net. 

The guide-books give full details of life mai velloim convents, gorgeous 
palaces, and solemn temples of Portugal, an^^no attempt is here made to write 
complete descriptions of them, the veiy name of some o^ them being omitted. 
Bin the guide-b^pks too often treat Portugal as a continuation, almost as a province 
of^pam It is hoped that this little book may give some idea of the individual 
chaructei o( the countiv, of the quaintnesses of its cities, and of peasaii^life in 
its remoter districts. While the utterly opposed characters of the two peoples 
must probably render the divorce between Spain and JPortugaJ eternal, ana redpee 
hopes of union to the idle dreams of politicians. Psrtiigal in itself contains an 
infinite variety. Each of the eight provinces (more especially those of the 
mifthotos and beifocs) piescrves many peculiarities of language, 
customs, and dress ; and each will, in return fot hta dsliips endured, give to the 
c travel leii many #day of delight and interest. 

A tragedy in stojste, and other 

PAPER^. By Lord Redesdale, G.C.V.O., K.C.C., etc. 

Demy 8vo. ys. 6d, net. 

“ From the author of 'Tales of Old Japan ' his readers always hope for 
more about Japan, and in this volume they will find it. The earlier papers, 
however, are not to be passed over .” — Ttmea 

‘*Lo>'d Redesdale’s present volume consists of scholarly essays on a 
variety ol subjects of historic, literary and artistic appeal.” — SiSidard. 

"The author of the classic 'Tales of Old Japan' is assured of welcome, 
* and the more so when he returns to the field in which his literary reputation was 
made. Charm is never r;bsent from his pages .” — Daily ChromisU. 

LIFE IN PRISON. By Donald Lg^rie. 

Cr^n 8vo. 6s. net. * 

This book is absof&tel^^rue afld»0ital. Within its* pages passes the 
emyncaama of prison life. within its pages may be fotfnd revelattons of the 

divine aiAil the undivine : of^htrange humility and stranger arrogance ; of free 
men brutalize<r and caged men humanized; of big and little tragedies; of love, 
cunning, hate, despair, nope. There is humiwr, too though sometimes the jest is 
made ironic by its sequel. And there is romance— 4 lhe romance of the real ; not the 
romance of Kipling's 9.15, but the romance of No. 19,093, and of all the other 
numbers that made up the arithmetical hell of San Quentin prison. 

Few*^ novels could so absorb interest. It is human utterly. That is the reason. 
Not only is the very atmosphere 01 che prison preserved, from the colossal sqa^ 
of encagemeiit and defeucelesinwss, to the ^mailer jealousies, exultations ^d 
disappointments ; not only is there a succession of characters emerging into the 
clearest individuslity and genuineness,— each cvith its distinctive contribution 
and separaf!? value ; but beyond the details and through all the contrasted 
vaiiety, there is the spell of cmraplete dr%^a,— the drama of life. Here la the 
underworld in continuous moving pictnres, witn the overworld watching. True, 
the stage is a prison; but is not all the world a stage ? 

It is a book that should exercise st profound inilaence on the lives of the 
caged, and on tfuTwhole attitude of society toward the problems of poverty and 
criminality. 
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AN fRISH BEAUTY OF THE REGENCY : By 

Mrs. Warrenne Blake. Author of McmoirS of a Vanished 
Generation, 1813-185 5.” With a Photogravure Frontispiece and 
other Illustrations. Demy 8vo. i6s. net. 

• *^**Tlie Irish Beauty ie the lion Mis Calveit, daughter ol Viscount Pery, 
Speaker ol the Iiish House of Commons, and wife ot Nicholson Calvert, M.P., ol 
Hunsdon Born in 17671 Mis. Calvert lived to the ago if ninety-lwo, and thcie 
are many people still living who renicinhei hei In the delightiul journals, now 
lor the fiist time published exciting event*' ate described. ^ 

THE FOUNDATIONS OF THE NlNETEIiNTH 


CENTURY. By Stewart Houston CHAM«’.hKLAiN. A Translation 


from the German by Join* LEts. With 
Lord Rfdfsdale. Demy 8vo. * 2 vols. 

• Edition. 


an Introduction by 
25 s. net. Second 


A man who can write such a really beautiful and solemn appreciation ol 
true Chii.stianity^of trit^ acceptance of Clinst's teachings and personality, as 
Mr. Chamberlain lias done. . . . represents an inllueme to be reckoned with 

and seriously to be taken into —Theotiore tn the Outlook^Neto 

Yotk. • 

‘‘It i.K a masterpiece o^really bcieniifii. hibtory. It does not make con- 
tusion, It tleais It away. He is a great generalizer ol thought, as distinguished 
Irom the crowd of ineie specialt.<3ts. it is certain to stir uptthougbt. W^ever 
has not lead it will be rather out ol it m politicnl and sociological discussions for 
solve time to come. ’ —Georj^e Bernard Shaw in Fubtan News. 

“This IS unquestionably one of the raie books that really matter His 
judgments of mov and tiurigs are deeply and indisputably sincere and are baaed 
on immense reading ^ . But even many w»'li-in formed people . will be 
grateful to Lotd Redesdale foi the btogi apliical details which he jfives them in the 
valuable and illuminating introduction contiibuted by him to this, English 
tianslation.’'--jriwn:*' • , • • • 


THE SPEAKERS OF THE HOUSE OF 

COMMONS from the Earlwsr Tim es to the •Present Day, with 
a Topographical Account of Westminster at VarioiR Epochs, 
Brief Notes on Sittings of Parliament and a Retrospect of 
the principal Constitutional Changes during Seven Centuries. By 
* Arthur Irwin Dasent, Author of “The Life and Letters of John 
Delane/* ‘fcThe History of St. James’s Square,” etc., etc. With 
numerous Portraits, including two in Photogravure and one i* 
Colour. De’^iy 8vo. 21s. net. • 

ROIV^NTIC TRIALS OF THREE CENTU- 

RifiS By Hugh Childers With numerous Illuftij^tions. 
Demy 8vo. ^izs. 6d. net. # • • 

jThis voluiSe deals with some famous tri^s, occurring betWMn Ae yetff'B 
1650 and 1850, All of them possess some exceptional inteijgst, 9 r introduce 
historical personages in a fascinating style, peculiarly likely to attract attention 
The book is written for the ggneral reading public, though in many respects 
It should be of value to lawy^a, who will be eaproially interested in the trials of 
the great William Penn and Elizabeth Canning. The latter case is one of the 
roost enthralling interest. • 

Twenty-two years later the same kmd oi excitement was aroused over 
Elizabeth Chudleigh. alias Duchess of KingaUoi# who attracted more attention in 
*76 than the war ol American in^pendence.^ * 

Then the history of the fluent Dr. Dodd, a curiously pathetic one, is related, 

' and the inconsistencies of his Character very clearly brought out; pfrhapa now he 
mmy have a little more sympathy than he has usually received. •Several im- 
portant ystlers of his appear here the first time in print. 

Among other important trials discussed we find the libel action against 
Disraeli and the story of the Lyons MaiL Our knowledge of the latter is chiefly 
gathered from the London stage, but there is in it a far greatop kistoncal inteiebt 
• than would be auspected by tiioae who have only seen the much altered story 
enacted before them. 
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THE OLD GARDENS OF ITALY— HOW* TO 

VISIT THETM. By Mrs. Aubrey Le Blond. With lOO 
Illustrations from her own Photographs. Crown 8vo. 5s. net. 

Hitherto all books on the old gardens of Italy have been large, costly, and 
incomplete, and designed for the library rather tiian for the traveller •Mrs, 
Aubrey Le Blond, during the course of a series of visits to all parts ol Italy, has 
cornpifed a volume that garden lovers can carry with them, enabling them to 
tlccide which gardens ate worth visiting, where they are situated, how they may 
^ be reached, it special permission to see them is required, and how this may be 
obtained. Though the book is practical and technical, the artistic element is 
supplied by the illustrations, one at least of which is givcra lor each of the 71 
gardens described. Mrs. Aubrey Le Blond was the illustrator of the monumental 
work by H. Inigo Triggs«n “The Art of Garden Design m Italy,” and has since 
taken three special journeys to that country to collect material for her “ The Old 

• Gardens of Italy," * ^ ^ ^ 

The illustrations have been beautifully n^eproduced by a new process which 
enables them to be pryited on a rough lignt paper, instead ol the highly glazed* 
and weighty paper iTecessitated by half-tone blocks. Thus nej^ only are the 
illustrations delightful to look at, but the book i.s a pleasuie to handle instead of 
a dead weight ^ <• 

DO*WN THE Mackenzie and up the 

YUKON. By E. Stewart. With^o Illustrations and a Map. 
Cr#wn 8vo. *55. net. 

Mr. Stewart was former Inspector of Forestry to the Governnibnt of 
Canada, and the experience he thus gamed, supplemented by a really remarkable 
journey, will prove of great value to those who arc inierest^ in the commercial 
growth of Canada. The latter portion of his book deiffs with the various peoples, 
animals, industries, etc., of the Dominion; while the story of the jf>urney he 
accomplished provides excellent reading in Part I. Some of the diniciilties he 
encounteied ap]{j|^ared insurmountable, and a desgr^ption of hi.s pen) t^s voyage 
^ in a native canoe with Indians is quite haunting. There are many interesting 
illustrati<^s of the places of which he writes ^ 

amerv:an Socialism* of the present 

DAY. By Jessie Wallace Hughan. With an Introduction 
by John Spargo. Crown 8vo. 5s. net. 

All who are interested in the multitudinous political problems brought ‘ 
about by the changing conditions of the present day should read this book, 
irrespective of personal bias. The applications of Socialisn* throughout the 
world arc so many and varied that the book is of peculiar importance to ~ 

* English Socialists. 

THE STRUGGLE FOR BREAD. “ By » A 

RIF^l/^N ” Crown 8vo. 5s. net. , 

This book is a re^Jy to^r. Nq|man Angell’s well-kaown work, “The 
Grea^ Illusion" and also an enqftry into tk# present economic state of Europe. 
•The aOithor, examining the phenomenon of the high food-pifees at preHent ruling 
in all grAt civilized states, proves by statistics that these are caused by a 
relative decline in the production of food-stuffs as compared with the increase in 
general commerce ana the production ot njanufactured-articles, and that con- 
sequentlv there has ensued a riseintheexchange^ifyaluea ot manufactured-articles, 
which with our system of society can have no oQier effect than of producing high 
food-pricos and low wages. The author proves, moreover, that this is no tem- 
porciry fluctuation of prices, but the inevitable outcome of an economic movement, 
which whilst seen at its fulles^dev^lopmeut during the last few years has been 
f slowly germinating for the last%iaarter-ce%tury. Therefore, food-prices .JRst 
continue to rise whilst wages must continue to fall. 

THE LAND of TECK & ITS SURROUNDINfcS. 

By Rev. S. Baring-Gould. With numerous Illustrations (includ- 
ing several in^Colour) reproduced from unique originals. Demy 
8vo. I os. 6d. net. 
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GA'I'ES of the dolomites. Bjr L. Marion 

Davidson. With 32 Illustrations from Photographs and a Map. 
Crown Hvo. Second Edition. 5s. net. 

Whilst many Enf^lish books have appeared on the l.ande Tirol, few have 
gAren more than a chapter on the fascinatinf^ Dolomite Land, and it is in the hope 
of helping other travellers to explore the mountain I md with less trouble and 
inconvenience than lell to her lot that the author has penned these attractive ^ 
pages. The object of this book is not to inlorm the traveller h 'w to scale the 
apparently inaccessible peeks of the Dolomites, but rather how to find the road^ 
and thread the vallcy.s, which lead him to the recesses of this most lovely part of 
the world's face,»and Miss Davidson conveys just the knowledijc which is wanted 
for this purpose ; especially will her map be appreciated by those who wish to 
^ake their own plans foi a lour, as it shows at aa^Umce the geography of the 
country. ^ ^ 

KNOWLEDGE *AND LIFE. ^ B)* William 

Arkwright. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. net. 

This IS aaic etnarkably written book— brilliant and vital. Mr. Arkwiiglit 
illumines a number of .suiijccta with jewelled flashe*' of word harinony and chisels 
them all with the keen edge oi his wit. Art, Lettys, and Religion of diiipienl 
appeals move before the re.iJbr in van-coloui cd array, like the dazzling phan- 
tasmagoria of seme Eastern d^am. ' 

CHANGING RUSSIA. A Tramp aloTig the Mack 

SciP Shore and in the Urals. By Stephen Graham. Author of * 
“Undiscovered Russia,** “A Vagabond in the Caucasus/* etc. 
With Illustrations and a Map. Demy 8vo, 7s, 6d.* net. 

In “ Changing Russia,” Mi Stephen Gr.iham describes a jouaticv from 
RostoPon-the-Don to Baft»n and a summer spent on the UWd M- iiy.ains. Tb«* 
author has tiaversed ail the region which is to be developed by (he new railway 
fj^m Novo-roasisk to Foti. It is a tramping diary with note< :iiiH leflections. 
The book deals more with the commercial 'ife of Russia tlian with that of the 
peasantry, and there are chapters l»n the Ku 5 .sia of the^houi, the Russian town, 
life among the g^ld miners of the Urals, the bourgeois, Russian jidiriialism, the 
intelligentsia, the election of the fourth Duma. An account is given t>f Russia at 
the seaside, and each of the watering places of the Black Sea shore is 
described in detail. 

•ROBERT FUI.TON ENGINEER AND ARTIST : 
HIS LIFE'AND WORK. By H. W. Dickinson, A.M.I.Mcch.E. * 
Demy 8vo. 10s 6d. net. ^ 

No Bioft^phy dealing as a whole_ with f he *life-work of the celebrated 
Robert Fulton has appeared of late years, in spite of tJie fact that the introduction 
of stqg^in navigation on a commercial scale, which wa.s his greatest arhle^ emon' 
hai^rVbently celebrated Its centenary. r - 

The author has been instrumental in bringing to light a mass of docomentary 
mattei relativelto Fullon^ud been #jle tt!» present the facta about him in 

an entirely new iisht . • The inleresn,ing but little known episode of his rareenaas 
an artisT is for tne first time fully dealt wftlP^ His slay m FiWiice and hi.s 
exporirnents under the Directory and the Empire with the stibinaiine and with 
the steamboat are elucidated with the aid of documents preserved in the Archives 
Nationales at Paris. sflbsequent withdrawal from F'rance and his 

employment by the British Cabinet to dcsti oy the Boulogne flotilla that Napoleon 
haa prepared m 1804 to invade England are gone into fully. The latter p.irl of his 
career in the United States, spent in the introduction of steam navigation and in 
the construction of the first stearn-propel^d warship, is of the greatest interest. 
,With the lapse of time facts assume natur^lj^heir true perspective. Fulton, 
Instead of being represented, ibcording to the English point of view, as ^ 
charlatan and even as a traitor, or from the Americans as a universal genius, is 
cleared from these charges, knd his pretensions critically exar^ned. witli the 
r«BuU that he appears as a cosmopolitan, an earnest student, t painstakmg 
experin^nter and an enterprising 4 .t;ngineer. 

It is believed that practically nothing of moment in Fulton's career has been 
omitted. The ilhiatrations, which are^uinerous, are drawn in nearly every case 
from the original sources. It may confidently be expected^lfterefore, that thi.s 
« book will take its place as the authoritative biography which everyone interebted 
in the subjects enumerated above will lequiie to possess. 
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A STAINED GLASS TOUR IN ITALY. * By 

Charles H. Sherrill. Author of “ Stained Glass Tours in 
England,” “ Stained Glass Tours in France,” etc. With 
33 Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. ^ 

Mr Sheiiili has already achieved success with his two previous books 
on the subject ot stained glass. In Italy he finds a new field, which ofiers con- 
siderable scope lor hi^ lesearches. His present woi k will appeal not only to 
irjurisLs, but to the craftsmen, because of the wiit^s sympathy with the craft. 

' Mr. Sherrill is not only an authority whose writinjr is cleai in style and full of 
understanding for the requirements of the reader, but one w^ose' accuracy arul 
leliability aie unquestionable. This is the most important book published on the 
subject with which it d%^]s, and readets will nnd it worthy to occupy ftie 
position. 

• • • t 

SCENES MEMORIES OF TH£: PAST.. 

By the Honble, Stephen Coleridge. With nun^irous IJIustrations. 
Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d. net. ^ ^ 

Mr. Stephein Coleridge has seen much of the world in two hemispheres 
anA has been able to iq^nt among his intimal^ personal fi lends many of those 
whose names have made Victorian age illustrious. 

Mr. Coleridge fortunately kept a diary fo^somc years of his life and has 
religiously preserved the letters of his distinguished friends , and 7 ti this book 
the public are {termitted to enjoy tlic perusal of much vitally interesting 
correspondence. 

^ With a loving and appreciative hand the author sketches the characters of 

many great men as they were known to their intimate associates. Cardinals 
Manning and Newman, G, F. Watts, James Russell Lowell ^Matthew Arnold, 
Sir Henry Irving, Goldwiii Smith, Lewis Mon is, Sir StUfford Nortlu ole, Whistler, 
Oscar Wilde, 4 ^uskin, and many others famous in the nineteenth c'ntury will be 
fouTii ^inpathetically dealt wiili in this book. 

Dufing his vyit to America as the guest of lhe«American J 3 ai in ^83, Lord 
• Coleridgi^ the Chief Justice, and tlieauthoi’s fatner wiote a senes of letters, 
which ha^ been catefully preserved, tecoupti.'g his impressions of the Unij.ed 
States ancrot the leading citiaeris whom lio met. 

Mr. Coleridge hascicoi porated portioui^if these letter.s from his father m the 
volume, and they will prove deeply interestuig on both sides of the Atlantic. 

Arnonj^he illustiati >n& are many masictly portraits never before published. 

From the chanter on the ac‘ or’s libraiy, which is full of pncele.ss literary 
treasures, the reader can appreciate the appiopnate surroundings amid whicn 
this book was compiled. 

ANTHONY TROLLOPE : HIS WOR^, ASSO- 

* /:iATES AND ORIGINALS. By T. H. S. Escott. Demy 

8vo. I 2s. 6d. net. . 

^ •• 

The author of ilus book has not s»olely relied for his materials on a 
personal intimacy with its subject, during the most active years of Trollope's life, 
but from an equal intimacy with Trollope’s contemporaries and from tHiha who 
Iiad s^i:^his early life He has derived, and #iere sets forth, in chronological 
order.li scries of personal incidents an^experiences that could not be gained 
but lor the author’s exceptioSal o|:l^ortunmaM These im'identsnave neverLefore 
aqipearffed 111 print, but that are absolutely essential foi a njtht under^nding of 
the opiuioiJB — soyal, political, Hid religious — of which Trollope's writings became 
the medium, as well as of the chief personages in his stones, from the 
" Maedermots of Ballycloran ” (1847J to the pi^hunious " Land Leaguers ” (1883). 
All lifelike pictures, whether of place, indi^dittl, character of incident, are 
painted from life. The entirely fresh light now thrown on the intellectual and 
spiritual forces, cliiefly felt by the novelist dunng hia childhood, youth and early 
manhoodf helped to place within Ins reach the originals of his long portrait 
gallery, and had their further j:es?0t in the opinions, as well as the estimates 
of events and men. in which liirv\ »tings abotuid, and which, whether they cadHs 
Agreement or dissent, alwsys reveal life nature, and stimulate thought. The 
man, who had for his Harrow schoolfellows Sidney Herbert and Sir William 
Giegory, wa^subsequehtly brought into the closest relations with the first State 
effficials of Ms lime, was himself one of the most active agents in making penny 
postage a national and imperial success, aifti when he j^anted the first pillar- 
box in the Channel Islands, accomplished on his own iniUative a great postal 
reform A life so active, varied and fulL gave him a greater diversity of friends 
throughout the J^itish Islea than belonged to any other nineteenth century 
worker, literary or official. Hence the unique interest of Trollope's course, snd« 
therefore this, its record. 
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THE HISTORY OF ENGLISH PATRIOTISM. 

By EbM^ C, WiNGKiFLD Stratford, Fcllow King's College, Cam- 
bridge. In z vols. Demy 8vo. With .i Frontispiece to c.ach 
volume, (1,300 pages). 25s net. 

• %* This work compi esses into about HALF A MILLION WORDS the 

substance of EIGHT YEARS ol uninteriuptcd labour 

The book has been read and enthusiastically coiniTiended by the Icadina^ 
experts in the principal subjects embraced in this encyclopapthc survey ol Enffiish 
H 1 story • ^ 

When this woi k was first announced under tlie abo\ e title, the publishei 
suggested callfti^ it “A New History of England." Indeed it ih both. Mi 
• Wingfield Stratford endeavours to show how ever^Lhing of value that nations in 
general, and the English nation in pai ticular,have at any tune achieved has been 
the direct outcome of the commoi^ feeling upon wluch patiiotism is built Ue 
sees, and makes his tea^brs see, the tnginifold deveiopn.cnt of England as one 
connecied whole with no moi e biancb of continuity than a living body oi a pierlcct 
• work of art. * ^ 

The wthor rttny fairly claim to have accomplished what few previous 
hi.stonans have .so much a.s attempted He has woven together the threads of 
religion, politiiS, wai ,• philosophy, literature, painting, architecture, law and 
commerce, into a narrative of unbroken and absoibing interest. ^ 

The book is a woiJd-b(*k Scholar.s will reconstruct tlieir ideas from it, 
economics examine the gradual fruition cf tiade, s%iteHmen devise fiesh cieative 
plans, ar^ the general readeAvill feel he is no insignificant unit, but the splendid 
symbol of a splendid world. ^ 


GHARI.ES^COiVDER : HIS LIFE AND WORK. 

By FRAf^ Gibson. With a Catalogue of the LitTiographs and 
Etchings by Camp«'.|'li Dodc.son, M.S., Keeper of Prints and 
Drawings, British Mnscum. With about lOO reproductions of 
Conder\s work, 12 of which are in colour. Pemy 4tc.). 21s. net. 

*** With the exception of one^r two articles in English Ait Magazines, and 
one or two in Frentli, Germait, .rid Ainei ican periodicals, no book up to the 
present has appeared fully to rccoid the Ir^e .ind woi k of Charles Condor, by 
whose death English Art ha*, lo'^t one of us most oiiginal personalities Con- 
sequently It has been fell that book dealing with Courier’s life so full oi inteiest, 
ajia his work a ■> full of chairn and beauty, iTiustiated by chai aueristic examples 
of his Art both in ooKiui ami in black and while, would be welcome to the already 
great and ir^reai-ing number of his admit eis ^ 

Theauthwi- of this book, Mr Frank (ilbson, who knew Coiidei in his e^y 
d.ays in Austra 'la and afterwards in England duiing the i esl ol the artist’s nTc. 
IS enabled in consequence to do full justice-, not on^ to the delightful chaiacler 
ol Condcr as a^Tiend, but is also able to appiccuite his iemarl:able talent. ^ 

The interest and value of this work will be greatly increased by the addition 
or«aa|omplcte catalogue of Conder’s lithographs and engravings, compiled by 
Mr. Campbell Dodgsoii, M A ,«iKeeper of the Print-Room of the HritiiRi ^useum. 

PHILIP DUKE OF WHARTON. * By Lewis 

Melville. Illustratec^^ Oemy 8vo. 21s. net. 

A character more interesting than Philip, Duke of Wharton, does not 
often fall to thelotofa biographer, yet, by some strange chance, though nearly 
two hundred years have passed since t^t wayward genius passed away, the 
.^resent work is the first that gives a compteh«n.sive account of his life. A man 
unusual parts and unusual 4i:harm, he at once delighted and di^usted 
contemporaries. Unstable as water, he was like Dryden's Zirori, “Everything 
by starts and nothing long.% He was poet and pamphleteer, ^it, statesman, 
buflfoon, and amorist. The son of one of the most stalwart supporters o(^e 
Hanoverian dynasty, he went ak/oad and joined the Pretender, wrio created mni 
a duke* He then returned to England, renounced the Stuarts, and was by 
George I. also piomoted to a dukedom— while he was vet a minor He was the 
fnend of Attenbury and the President*! the Hell-Fire dlub At one tiiqp he was 
leading Spanish troops against his countrymen, at anotheiTseeking consolation 
* in a monastery. It is said that he was the original of Richat dson’s Lovelace. 
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THE LIFE OF MADAME TALLIEN NOTRE 

DAME DE THERMIDOR (A Queen of Shreds and Patches.) 
From the last days of the French Revolution, until her death as 
Princess Chimay in 1885. By L. Gastine. Translated from 
the French by J. Levi^is May. With a Photogravure Frontispiece 
and 16 other Illustrations Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d. net. 

There is no one in the hiutory ol the French Revolution who has been 
more eagerly canonised than Madame Talhen ; yettfccording to M. Gastine, there 
IS no one in that history who merited canonisation so little. He has therefore set 
himselt the task of dissipating the mass of lei^end and C’Cntuneiit that has 
(gathered round the memory of “ La BelU Talltcn" and of presenting lier to our 
eyes as she really was. *Eiitie result of his labour is a volume, which combines^he 
scrupulous exactness of conscientious research with tke richness and glamour of 
a romance. In the plac« of the beautiful 4ieroic but purely imaginary figure ol' 
popular tradition, we behold a womAi, dowered inAied with incomparable loveli- 
ness, but uttesly unmoral, devoid alike ff heart and soul, who readily anc^ 
repeatedly prostitute^ her personal charms for the advancement of her selfisn 
and ignoble aims. Though Madame Tallien is the centraPfigure o4the book, the 
reader is introduced to many other peisonages who played lainous or infamous 
loles in the contemporary social or political arena* and t*Re volume, which is 
er^iched by a number of interesting portraits, throws a new and valuable light on 
tlfls stormy and perennigjfly fascinating period French histoiy. 

MINIATURES : ^ A Series Reproductions in 

Ph%fogravurefcf Ninety-Six Miniatures of Distinguished Personages, 
including Queen Alexandra, the Queen of Norway, the Princess 
Royal, and the Princess Victoria. Painted by Charles Turrell. 
(Folio.) The Edition is limited to One PfundreS Copies for slle 
in England and America, and Twenty-Five Copies for Presentation, 

/ Revie\^k and fhe Museums. Each will b«*Numbered anfl Signed 
by the Artist. 15 guineas net. , 

RECOIJLECTfONS OF GUT DE MAUPASSANT. 

By his Valet Fran9ois. Translated from the French by Maurice 
Reynold. Demy 8vo. i 2s. 6d. net. 


THE WIFE OF GENERAL BONAPARTE. 'By* 

Joseph Turquan. Author of “The Love Affairs d!' Napoleon,*’ 
^etc. Translated from the French by Miss Violette Montagu. 
V^ith a Photogravflrc Frontispiece and 16 othrr Illustrations. 
Demy 8vo. i 2s. 6d. net. 

Although much has been written concerning the Empress Jose^kie, we 
knov^ comparatively little about the vtuve^ Beauharnais and the citoyennt 
Bonaparte, whose inconsiderate condu^ during her husbani^ absence caused 
him so much anguish. We ai#' so acmsi^med to wnsider*Josephine as the 
•innocent victim of a cold ai^ calculating tyrant whef allcSved notnipg, neither 
human liifCis nognatural afTecRons, to stand in the way of bis all-conquering will, 
that this volume will come to ns rather as a surprise. Modern historians are 
over-fond of blaming Napoleon for having ^vorced the companion of his early 
years ; but after having read the above worf^i tte reader j^ill be constrained to 
admire Genera] Bonaparte's forbearance and will wonder fiow he ever came to 
allow her to play the Queen at the Tuileries. 


THE JOURNAL A SPORTING NOMAJD. 

• By J. T. STUDLEY. With a Portrait and 32 other Illustrations, 
principally from ' Photographs by th8 Author. Demy 8vo. 

^2s. 6d.* net. « ^ * 

*«* "Not for a long time have we read such straightforward, entertaiaing 
accounts of wild sport and adventure. Guardian 

*' His a^entures have the vAoie world for their theatre. There is a 
great deal of curious information and vivid narrative that will appeal to evens- 
Mr."-^StaMdord. 
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SOPHIE DAWES, QUEEN OF CHANTILLY. 

By VioLfcTTK M. Montagu. Author of “The Scottish College in 
Paris,” etc. With a Photogravure Frontispiece and i6 other 
Illustrations and Three Plans. Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d. net. 

• Antony the man\ queens ol France, querns by i ijjlil of iiiarri.ipe wifh the 
reiKiniii; soveicipn, queens of beauty oi of intiijjue, the name of Soplnc Dawes, 
the daughter of humble fishertulk in the Isle of Wight, better known as “the 
notorious Mine, de Feuchei e^^,’" “ The Queen of Chantilly” and “The Montespan 
de Sami Leu’ in the lani^ which she chose as a siiil.ible sphere m which to 
exercise her talents for inoney-iuaking and for getting on in the world, stantf 
ioi th as a prool^uf what a woman’s will can accomplish when that will is ac- 
companied with an uncommon share of intelliitencr. 

• 

MARGARET OE FINANCE DUCHESS OF 

• SAVOY. 1523-11574. A ftiography with Piiotogravurc Frontis- 
piece am? 16 otlier Illustrations and Facsimile Reproductions 
of Hitherto Lrhpubl^hed Letters. Demy Svo. 12s. 6d. net. 

%'*■ A time when the It^ians ate celebrating g lie Jubilee of the ffalian 
Kingdom IS peiliaps no unfitting moment in which *a> glance back ovei the annals 
of that roi'al House of Savoy v^iich hasrendeied llaaan unity possible Muii'aiet 
of France fliay without exaggeration be counted among the bui!(le.i s o! modern 
Italy. She married Kinanuel Philibert, the founder of Savo^icl greatni^ijf ; and 
from the day of her marriage until the day ol her death she laboured to advance 
ihcttnterests of her adopted land. 


MADAME DE* BRINVILIdERS AND HER 

TIMBS. 1630-167*4 By Hugh Stokks. With* a Phojogravurt^ 
Frontispiece and 16 other Illustrations. Demy Svo. l Zjf. 6d. net. 

%*The name of Mane Margneiiie d’Auhiay, M.iP*iiiise de Brinvillicra, m 
famous 111 the annals of Cl irae, but tfte true hislory of fiet (aieei is little known. 
A woman oi birth and rank, she was also a lemoisdcss poi.sniuir, ♦nd her trial 
was one of the most sensational episodes ol the early reign of l.ouis XIV. The 
author was ailraoied to thi.s curitjus subject by Cliarles le Bi mi’s realistic sketch 
of the unhappy Mat quise a.s she appeared on hei way to execution. 'Jhis cAr/ 
^ cToiitvtc of misery and agony forms the frcmtispiece to the volume, and sirikes .i 
fitdlng keynote i » an .ibsorbing story of human pas*-iou and wiong doing 


THE VICISSITUDES OF A LAD^-IN WAlTINCf 

1735-1821. ’'l^y EuGhNE WfeLVERT. Trandatcd from the Fr'>hch 
by L^ian O’Nkill With a Pnotogravurc Frontispiece and 16 
other Illustrations. Demy Svo. 12s. 6d. net. * j 

The D^chesso de Narb«vv/fc-Lara 'S^as Aady-iu- Waiting to Madame 
Adelaide^ the elde^ daif^Fiter of Gouts XV Around the stalely figui^ of tMs 
Pnncess^ai e gathered the most rcin.Trkable cb-i^i'acters oS thf dajf^r of the Old 
Regime, the Revolution and the first Kinpire The gi eat charm of the work is 
that it takes us over so much ai^ varied ground. Here, 111 the gay crowd ol 
ladies and courtier^ in the rimLle^f flowery silken paniers, in the clatter of high- 
heeled shoes, moveAhe figures of Louis 'XV., Louis XVI , Du Barri and Marie- 
Antoinette. We catch picturesque glimpses of the gi eat wits, diplomatists and 
• soldiers of the time, until, finally we encounter Napoleon Bonaparte. • 
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ANNALS OF A YORKSHIRE HOUSK From 

the Papers of a Macaroni and^his kindred. By A. M. W. StirliNtt; 
author *of “Coke of Norfolk and his Friends.” With 33 
Illustrations, including 3 in Colour and 3 in^ J^hotogsivure, 
-Demy Svo. 2 vols. 32s. net. 
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WILLIAM HARRISON AINSWORTH AND 

HIS FRIENDS. By S. M. Ellis. With upwards of 50 
Illustrations, 4. in Photogravure. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. 32s. net. 

NAPOLEON AND KING MURAT- 1805-1B15 : 

A Biography compiled from hitherto Unknown and Unpublished 
Documents. By Albert Espitalier. Tjjanslated from the French 
by J. Lewis May. With a Photogravure Frontispiece and 16 

other Illustrations, Demy 8vo. i 2.v. 6 d. net. 

m • 

Lady charlottesclTreiber’s JOURNALS 

Confidences of a Collector of Ceraftiics and Antiques throughoift 
Britain, France, Germany, Italy, Spain, Tlollantl, Belgium, 
Switzerland, and Turkey. From the year»i 869 to i 885. Edited 
by MoNTAC.UK Gue^t, with Annotations by Egan Mew. With 
upwards of 100 iTljf.strations, inclucflng 8 in colour and 2 in 

Photogravure. Royal 8vo. 2 volunl^s. 425. net. • 
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CHARLES DE BOURBON, CONSTABLE* OF 

FRANCE : ‘‘The Great CoNDO’rTiER|,’* Hy Christopi^er 
Hare. With a Photogravure Frontispiece and 1 6 othcprillustrations. 
Demy^Svo. 6 d. net. • 

THE NELSONS OF BUj^NHAM THORPE’: A 

Recordcjf a Norfolk Family compiled from Unpublished Letters 
and Note Books, 1787-1843. Edited by M. Eyre Matcham. 
With a Photogravure Frontispiece and 1 6 other illustrations. 
Demy 8vo. i6s. net. t ^ 

*** This interesting contribution to Nelson literature i^ diawn from the 
journals and correspondence of ihe Rev. Edmund Nelson, Rector ol Burnham 
^ Thorpe and his youngest daughtci, the father and sister of Loid Nelson. The 
Rector was evidently a man of broad views and sympathies, for we find him 
tnaiiuainiiig friendly delations with his son and daugfA^-indaw after their 
i,,paration. What is even more strange, he felt perfectly at liberty to go direct 
from the house of Mrs. Horatio Nelson in Norlolk to that oi Sir William and 
Lady Hamilton m London, where his son was staying. This book Aoaivs how 
complAelv and without any reserve the famils received Lady Hamilton. 
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WARIA EDGEWORTH and her CIRCLE 
IN THE 'days of BONAPARTE AND BOURBON. 
By Constance Hill. Author of*“^ne Au^cn . Her Hqmes 
and Her Friends,” “Juniper Hall,” “The House in St. Martin’s 
Street*,” etc. With numyous Illustrations by Ellen G. Hill 
^ and Reproductions of ObrKempo^ai^ Portraits, etc. Demy ♦'?vo. 
2 IS. net. 
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CESAR FRANCK : A Stutfy. Translated from the 

Fr^ch of Yi^ncent d'Indy, wiiiii an Introduction by Rosa New- 
MARCH. Demy 8 vo. 7 s. 64. net. t 









